CIHM 

ICIMH 

Microfiche 

Collection  de 

Series 

microfiches 

(Monographs) 

(monographies) 

Canadian  Institute  for  Historical  Microreproductions  /  Institut  Canadian  de  microreproductions  historiques 


Technical  and  Bibliographic  Notes  /  Notes  techniques  et  bibliographiques 


The  Institute  has  attempted  to  obtain  the  best  original 
copy  available  for  filming.  Features  of  this  copy  which 
may  be  bibliographically  unique,  which  may  alter  any  of 
the  images  in  the  reproduction,  or  which  may 
significantly  change  the  usual  method  of  filming  are 
checked  below. 


D 
D 

D 

D 
D 

D 
D 
D 
D 
D 

D 


Coloured  covers  / 
Couverlure  de  couleur 

Covers  damaged  / 
Couverture  endommag6e 

Covers  restored  and/or  laminated  / 
Couverture  restaurde  et/ou  pellicul^e 

Cover  title  missing  /  Le  titre  de  couverture  manque 

Coloured  maps  /  Carles  g6ographiques  en  couleur 

Coloured  ink  (i.e.  other  than  blue  or  black)  / 
Encre  de  couleur  (i.e.  autre  que  bleue  ou  noire) 

Coloured  plates  and/or  illustrations  / 
Planches  et/ou  illustrations  en  couleur 

Bound  with  other  material  / 
Reli6  avec  d'autres  documents 

Only  edition  available  / 
Seule  Edition  disponible 

Tight  binding  may  cause  shadows  or  distortion  along 
interior  margin  /  La  reliure  serree  peut  causer  de 
I'ombre  ou  de  la  distorsion  le  long  de  la  marge 
intdrieure. 

Blank  leaves  added  during  restorations  may  appear 
within  the  text.  Whenever  possible,  these  have  been 
omitted  from  filming  /  Use  peut  que  certaines  pages 
blanches  ajout6es  lors  d'une  restauration 
apparaissent  dans  le  texte,  mais,  lorsque  cela  6tait 
possible,  ces  pages  n'ont  pas  et6  tilm^es. 


L'Institut  a  microfilm^  le  meilleur  exemplaire  qu'il  lui  a 
6t6  possible  de  se  procurer.  Les  details  de  cet  exem- 
plaire qui  sont  peut-§tre  uniques  du  point  de  vue  bibli- 
ographique,  qui  peuvent  modifier  une  image  reproduite, 
ou  qui  peuvent  exiger  une  modification  dans  la  m6tho- 
de  normale  de  filmage  sont  indiques  ci-dessous. 

I     I  Coloured  pages  /  Pages  de  couleur 

I I   Pages  damaged  /  Pages  endommag6es 


D 


Pages  restored  and/or  laminated  / 
Pages  restaur^es  et/ou  pellicul^es 


Q  Pages  discoloured,  stained  or  foxed  / 
Pages  d6color6es,  tachet6es  ou  piqu6es 

I      I   Pages  detached  /  Pages  d6tach6es 

I  \/\   Showthrough  /  Transparence 

I      I  Quality  of  print  varies  / 


D 
D 


D 


Qualit6  in6gale  de  I'impression 

Includes  supplementary  material  / 
Comprend  du  materiel  suppl6mentaire 

Pages  wholly  or  partially  obscured  by  errata  slips, 
tissues,  etc.,  have  been  refilmed  to  ensure  the  best 
possible  image  /  Les  pages  totalement  ou 
partiellement  obscurcies  par  un  feuillet  d'errata,  une 
pelure,  etc.,  ont  6t6  filmees  a  nouveau  de  fafon  k 
obtenir  la  meilleure  image  possible. 

Opposing  pages  with  varying  colouration  or 
discolourations  are  filmed  twice  to  ensure  the  best 
possible  image  /  Les  pages  s'opposant  ayant  des 
colorations  variables  ou  des  decolorations  sont 
filmees  deux  fois  afin  d'obtenir  la  meilleure  image 
possible. 


I  /I   Additional  comments  / 


Commentaires  suppl^mentaires: 


Page  300  Is  incorrectly  nunbered  page  0. 


This  item  is  filmed  at  the  reduction  ratio  checked  below/ 

Ce  document  est  filme  au  taux  de  reduction  indique  ci-dessous. 


10x 

14x 

18x 

22x 

26x 

30x 

7 

12x 

16x 

20X 

24x 

28x 

n9y 

Th«  copy  film«d  hmrm  has  ba«n  rsproducad  thanks 
to  tho  9«n«rosity  of: 

National  Library  of  Canada 


L'sxampiaira  film*  fut  raproduit  graca  A  l« 
ginirositi  da: 

Bibliotheque  nationale  du  Canada 


Tha  imagas  appearing  hara  ara  tha  bast  quality 
possibia  considaring  tha  condition  and  lagibility 
of  tha  original  copy  and  in  koaping  with  tha 
filming  contract  spacifications. 


Original  copias  in  printed  paper  covers  are  filmed 
beginning  with  tha  front  cover  and  ending  on 
the  last  page  with  a  printed  or  illustrated  impres- 
sion, or  the  back  cover  when  eppropriata.  All 
other  original  copies  ara  filmed  beginning  on  tha 
first  page  with  a  printed  or  illustrated  impres- 
sion, and  ending  on  the  last  page  with  a  printed 
or  illuatrated  imprassion. 


The  last  recorded  frame  on  each  microfiche 
shall  contain  tha  symbol  -♦•  (meaning  "CON- 
TINUEO").  or  tha  symbol  V  (meaning  "END"), 
whichever  applies. 

Mapa,  plates,  charts,  etc.,  may  be  filmed  at 
different  reduction  ratios.  Those  too  large  to  be 
entirely  included  in  one  exposure  are  filmed 
beginning  in  the  upper  laft  hand  cornar.  left  to 
right  and  top  to  bottom,  as  many  frames  as 
required.  The  following  diagrams  illustrate  the 
method: 


Las  imagas  suivantas  ont  At*  raproduites  avac  la 
plus  grand  soin,  compta  tanu  da  la  condition  at 
da  la  netteti  de  I'exemplaira  film*,  et  en 
conformity  avac  las  conditions  du  contrat  de 
filmaga. 

Las  axemplairaa  originaux  dont  la  couvenure  en 
papier  est  Imprimis  sont  fiimis  en  commandant 
per  le  premier  plat  et  en  terminant  soit  par  la 
derniire  pege  qui  compone  une  empreinte 
d'imprassion  ou  d'iliustration,  soit  par  la  second 
plat,  salon  la  cas.  Tous  las  autras  axemplairaa 
originaux  sont  filmis  an  commencant  par  la 
pramiAre  page  qui  comporte  une  empreinte 
d'impreasion  ou  d'iliustration  at  en  terminant  par 
la  darni*ra  paga  qui  comporte  una  taila 
amprainta. 

Un  daa  symbolaa  suivants  spparaitra  sur  la 
darniire  image  da  cheque  microfiche,  selon  le 
cas:  la  symbola  —^  signifia  "A  SUIVRE",  la 
symbola  ▼  signifia  "FIN". 

Las  cartaa.  planches,  tableaux,  etc..  peuvent  etra 
filmis  *  das  taux  da  reduction  diffirants. 
Lorsque  le  document  est  trop  grand  pour  atre 
raproduit  en  un  seul  clich*,  il  est  film*  *  partir 
de  I'angle  sup*rieur  gauche,  de  gauche  *  droite. 
et  de  haut  an  bas,  •n  prenant  le  nombre 
d'imegea  nicasst'^e.  Las  diagrammes  suivants 
illustrent  la  m*thoda. 


1 

2 

3 

4 

5 

6 

MICROCOPY    RESOLUTION    TEST   CHART 

(ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2) 


1.0 


I.I 


1.25 


UiMM 


1.4 


2.5 
2.2 

ZO 
1.8 


^  /APPLIED  IIVMGE     Inc 

S"-  '653   Cost   Main   Street 

g^S  Rochester,   New   York         14609       USA 

'-=  (716)   482  -  0300  -  Phone 

=  (716)   288  -  5989  -  Fox 


"  HAWORTH'S." 


i' 


I 


r 


CHRISTIAN  MURDOCIL 


it 


HAWORTH'S." 


BV 


FRANCES    HODGSON   BURNETT, 

AUTHOR   OK    "THAT    LASS   u'  I.OWRIe's." 


-¥~-f*-^ 


TORONTO- 
BELFORDS,    CLARKE    ^     co 

187  9. 


^i 


TORONTO : 
Williams,  Slekth  &.  MacMillan,  Pkiktehb. 


V 


CONTENTS. 


CHAPTER  I.  '''"'"^ 

Twenty  Years 

9 

CHAPTER  11. 

Thirty  Years  

»7 

CHAPTER  HI. 
"Not  Finished" 

21 

CHAPTER  IV. 

Janey  Briarley 

25 

CHAPTER    '/. 

The  Beginning  of  a  Friendship ^g 

CHAPTER  VI. 
Miss   Ffrepch 

CHAPTER  VII. 

The  "  Who'd  Ha'  Thowt  It  ?" 

4" 

CHAPTER  VIII. 

Mr.  Ffrench 

44 

CHAPTER  IX. 
"  Not  for  One  Hour 

CHAPTER  X. 

Christian   Murdoch 

'■''•''■•■     55 

CHAPTER  XI. 
Miss  Ffrench  Returns g 


m'i 


VI  CONTENTS. 

PAGE 

CHAPTER  XII. 
Granny  Dixon go 

CHAPTER  XIII. 
Mr.  Ffrench  Visits  the  Works jr 

CHAPTER   XIV. 
Nearly  an  Accident ,  g, 

CHAPTER  XV. 
"  It  would  be  a  Good  Thing." gy 

CHAPTER   XVI. 
"  A  I'oor  Chap  as  is  alius  i'  Trouble" go 

CHAPTER  XVII. 
A  Flower _ 

CHAPTER    XVIII. 
"Haworth&  Co." 

I02 

CHAPTER   XIX. 
An  Unexpected  Guest ._- 

CHAPTER  XX. 

Miss  French  makes  a  Call 

I  '4 

CHAPTER   XXI. 

In  which  Mrs.  Briarley's  Position  is  Delicate   ,20 

CHAPTFR  XXII. 

Again 

^  124 

CHAPTER  XXIII. 

"  Ten  Shillings' Worth" 

' •  •  •  •  •    133 

CHAPTER  XXIV. 

At   an    End 

140 

CHAPTER  XXV. 
•' I  Shall  i\ot  Turn  Back" ^ 

CHAPTER  XXVI. 

A  Revolution   

146 


J 


I 


V 


CONTENTS. 


VII 


.     87 


90 


95 


102 


109 


114 


120 


124 


133 


V 


The  Beginjjing . 
A  Speech . .  . . 
"  Sararann  "   . 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 
CHAPTER  XXVIII. 
CHAPTER  XXIX. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 
Mrs.   Haworth  and  Granny  Dixon 


Ha  worth's  Defender 
Christian  Murdoch   . 

A  Seed  Sown 

A  Cli'-x 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 
CHAPTER  XXXII. 
CHAPTER  XXXIII. 
CHAPTER  XXXIV. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 


A  Summer  Afternoon . 


"God  Bless  you  !". 
"It  is  done  with  ". 
"I.ookOut  !" 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 


"It  has  all  been  a  Lie". 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 
CHAPTER  XL. 

CHAPTER  XLI. 


PAGE 
.     IS4 

.     161 

165 
170 
176 

i8o  ■ 
188 

193 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 
"  I  am  not  ready  for  it  yet  " ^ 

CHAPTER  XXXVL 
Settling  an  account 


,   209 

217 

222 
227 

233 
242 


Vlll 


CONTENTS. 


"  Another  Man  ! 
"  Even" 


CHAPTER  XLII. 
CHAPTER  XLHI. 


"  Why  do  you  cry  for  Me  ? 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 
"  It  is  Worse  than  I  Thought  " 


Once  Again. 
A  Footstep  . 
Finished    . . . 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 
CHAPTER  XLVn. 

CHAPTER  XLVHI. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 
"  If  Aught's  for  Me,  Remember  it  " 


An   After-Dinner   Speech. 


CHAPTER  L. 


CHAPTER  LI. 

Th'  on'y  One  as  is  na  a  Foo'  !  ". . 


CHAPTER  LII. 


"  Haworth's  is  done  with  " 

CHAPTER  LIII. 


"A  Bit  o'  Good  Black". 


It  will  be  to  You". 


CHAPTER    LIV. 


PAGE 
..    247 

•  254 

259 

.  264 

.  268 

•  273 
■  277 

28s 

291 

297 
307 
312 


>i 


I 


PAGE 
....    247 

....  250 
....  254 
....  259 
•  •  •  •    264 

.  ...  268 
...  273 
...    277 


291 
297 
307 


3ai' 


?• 


(( 


HAWORTH'S.' 


I 


chaptp:r  I. 

TWENTY  YEARS. 

TwENTv  year,,  ago  !  Ves,  twenty  years  ago  this  very  day  and 
here  were  men  amon,-  then,  who  remembered  i,.  Onivln^ 
however,  and  these  were  old  men  whose  day  was  p  ,  d  Ind 
who  would  soon  be  compelled  to  give  up  work  Ttural.v 
upon  th,s  occasion  these  two  were  the  centre  figures  in  1^ 

'™' l:'.'*?  t'^r- '"'"''''''  '"^  .opic^of  r,:o  "r.  "^ 

Aye,    said  old  1  ipton,  "  I  'member  it  as  well  a.  if  h 
yesterday  fur  aw  it's  twenty  year'  sin'.     Eh  ^bu.    t^C      'Zl' 
,  Ih   cowdest  neet  ,•  th'  winter,  an'  th'  winter  wur  a  bad  un' 
rh  snow  wur  two  foot  deep.     Theer  wur  ■,  hi.        u    7 
-'we'd  bad  ,0  keep  th'  Lre,!  go  in'  ar  e    „  fd  ^e       T' 
wur  a  chap  workin'  then  by  th'  name  o'  Bob  La  h  'm      T- 
dead  long  sin'-an'  he  wen.  to  th'  foundry  d  or     'XlV 
Vo  know  how  some  chaps  is  about  seein'  how  cowd  it  i,  or 
how  h.^  or  how  heavy  th'  rain's  eomin'  down.     Well  he  wur 
oneo  them  soart,  an'  he  mun  go  an' tak' a  look  out  atTh> 

th.:tMered";X:vra:^^^:„  'T"-  '-  ^"*''' 

k  •  J  '  ^  "  "  ^"^  midsummer  i'stpaH  r.> 

be,ng  cowd  enow  to  free,  th' tail  off  a  brass  Jaekas's."  Coon" 

n'::nt'io':t,S  rm':"™'  "'=  '^"''■'"  -°«d.3ure-l. 


10 


"  HA  worth's." 


'-I  Wish  it  ud  stiffen  thee,'  I  sez,  'so  as  we  mought  set 
thee  up  as  a  monyment  at  th'  front  o'  th'  'Sylum  " 

"An' then  aw  at  onct  I  heard  him  gie  a  jump  an' a  bit  o' 
a  yell,  hke,  under  his  breath.     '  God-a-moighty  ''  he  sez 

I'  Summat  in'  th'  way  he  said  it  it  soart  o'  wakkened  me. 

"'What's  up?'  I  sez. 

"  *  Coom  here,'  sez  he.     '  Theer's  a  dead  lad  here  ' 
"An'  when  I  getten  to  hin^  sure  enow  I  thowt  he  wur  reel. 
Drawcd  up  i'  a  heei)  n.gh  th'  door  thecr  e.v/r  a  lad  lyin'  on  th' 
snow,  an'  th'  stiff  look  on  him  mowt  ha'  gi'en  ony  mon  a 

I'  Latham  wur  bendin'  ower  him,  wi'  his  teeth  chatterin' 
Blast  thee  ! '  I  sez,  «  why  dost  na  tha  lift  him  ?  ' 

"Betwixt  us  we  did  lift  him,  an'  carry  him  into  th'  Works 
an  laid  hmi  down  nigh  one  o'  the  furnaces,  an'  th'  fellys  coom 
crowdm  round  to  look  at  him.  He  wur  a  lad  about  nine 
year  owd,  an  strong  built ;  but  he  looked  more  than  half 
clemmed,  an  arter  we'st  rubbed  him  a  good  bit  an'  getten  him 
warmed  enow  to  coom  round  i'  a  manner,  th'  way  he  set  up 
an  jtared  round  were  summat  queer. 

"  '  Hesters,'  he  sez,  hoarse  an'  shaky,  *ha'  ony  on  yo'  getten 
a  bit  o'  bread  ?  ' 

"Bob  Latham's  missus  had  put  him  up  summat  to  eat,  an' 
he  browt  It  an'  gie  it  to  him.  Well,  th'  little  chap  a'most 
snatched  it,  an'  crammed  it  into  his  mouth  i'  great  mouthfuls 
His  bonds  trembled  so  he  could  scarce  howd  th'  meat  an' 
bread,  an'  in  a  bit  us  as  wur  standin'  lookin'on  seed  him  soart 
o'  choke,  as  if  he  wur  goin'  to  cry ;  but  he  swallyed  it  down 
an  did  na.  ' 

"  '  I  havn't  had  nowt  to  eat  i'  a  time,'  sez  he. 
"  '  How  long  ?  '  sez  I. 

"Seemt  like  he  thowt  it  ower  a  bit  afore  he  answered,  an' 
then  he  sez : 

"  '  T  think  it  mun  ha'  been  four  days.' 
"  '  Wheer  are  yo'  fro'  ?  '  one  chap  axed. 
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"'I  coom  a  long  way,'  he  sez.  '  IVc  bin  on  f  h'  road  three 
week  An'  then  he  looks  up  sharp.  'I  run  away  fro'  th' 
Union,'  he  sez. 

"That  wur  th'  long  an'  short  on  it-he  had  th'  pluck  to 
run  away  fro'  th'  Union,  an'  he'd  had  th'  pluck  to  stond  out 
agen  clemn^m'  an'  freezin'  until  flesh  an'  blood  ud  howd  out 
no  longer,  an'  he'd  fell  down  at  the  foundry  door 

" '  I  seed  th'  loight  o'  th'  furnaces,'  he  sez,  '  an'  I  tried  to 
run  ;  but  I  went  blind  an'  fell  down.  I  thowt,'  he  sez,  as  cool 
as  a  cucumber,  '  as  I  wur  deein'.' 

"Well,  we  kep  him  aw  neet  an'  took  him  to  th'  mester  i'  th' 
mornm',  an'  th'  mester  gie  him  a  place,  an'  he  stayed.  An' 
he  s  bm  1'  th'  foundry  fro'  that  day  to  this,  an'  how  he's  worked 
an  getten  on  yo'  see  for  yoresens-fro'  beein'  at  ivvery  one's 
beck  an'  call  to  buyin'  out  Fli.xton  an'  settin'  up  for  hissen 
Its  the'  Haworth  Iron  Works  '  fro'  to-day  on,  an'  he  will  na 
mak  a  bad  mester,  eyther." 

"Na,  he  will  na,"  commented   another  of  the  old  ones 
Hes  a  pretty  rough  chap,  but  he'll  do— will  Jem  Haworth  "' 
There  was  a  slight  confused  movement  in  the  group. 
"  Here  he  cooms,"  exclaimed  an  outsider. 
The  man  who  entered  the  door-way-a  strongly-built  fellow 
whose  handsome  clothes  sat  rather  ill  on  his  somewhat  un- 
couth   body-made   his  way  through   the  crowd  with   small 
ceremony.     He  met  the  glances  of  the  workmen  with  a  rough 
nod,  and  went  straight  to  the  managerial  desk.     But  he  did 
not  sit  down ;  he  stood  up,  facing  those  who  waited  as  if  he 
meant   to   dispose   of  the   business   in   hand   as  directly  as 
possible.  ^ 

"  Well  chaps,"  he  said,  "  here  we  are." 

A  slight  murmur,  as  of  assent,  ran  through  the  room 

"  Aye,  mester,"  they  said,  "  here  we  are." 

"Well," he  said,  -you  know  why,  I  suppose.  We're  taking 
a  fresh  start,  and  I've  something  to  say  to  you.  I've  had  mv 
say  here,  for  some  time ;  but  I've  not  had  my  way,  and  now 


12 


HA  worth's. 


he  time  s  come  when  I  can  have  it.     Hang  me,  but  I'm  going 

o  have  the  b.ggest  place  in  England,  and  the  best  place,  too 

Haworths  sha'n't  be  second  to  none.     I've  set  my  mind  on 

that.     I  said  I'd  stand  here  some  day,'  -with  a  blow  on  the 

desk,-'' and  here  [  am.     I  said  I'd  make  my  way,  and  I've 

done  It.     From   today  on,  this   here's  '  Haworth's,'  and    to 

show  you   I   mean  to  start  fair  and  srjuare,  if  there's  a  chap 

>ere  thats  got  a  grievance,  let  that  chap  step  out  and  speak 

h.s  mmd  to  Jem   Haworth  himself.     Now's  his  time."     And 

he  sat  down. 

There  was  another  stir  and  murmur,  this  time  rather  of  con- 
sultation ;  then  one  of  them  stepped  forward. 
"  Mester,"  he  said,  "  I'm  to  speak  fur  'em." 
Haworth  nodded. 

MVhat  I've  getten  to  say,"  said  the  man,  "is  said  easy. 
Them  as  thowt  they'd  getten  grievances  is  willin'  to  leave  the 
settlm'  on  'em  to  Jem  Haworth." 

"  That's  straight  enough,"  said  Haworth.     "  I,ct  'em  stick  to 
It  and  there's  not  a  chap  among  'em  sha'n't  have  his  chance 
Go  mto  Greyson's  room,  lads,  and  drink  luck  to  '  Haworth's.' 
Tipton  and  Harrison,  you  wait  a  bit." 

Tipton  and  Harrison  lingered  with  some  degree  of  timidity 
By  the  time  the  room  had  emptied  itself,  Haworth  seemed  to 
have  fallen  into  a  reverie.  He  leaned  back  in  his  chair  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  and  stared  gloomily  before  him  The 
room  had  been  silent  five  minutes  before  he  aroused  himself 
with  a  start.  Then  he  leaned  forward  and  beckoned  to  the  two 
who  came  and  stood  before  him.  ' 

"  You  two  were  in  the  place  when  I  came,"  he  said      "  You  " 
-to  Tipton--  were  the  fellow  as  lifted  me  from  the  snow  " 
"Aye,  mester,"  was  the  answer,  -twenty  year'  ago,  to-neet." 
"  1  he  other  fellow " 

"Dead!     Eh!     Long  sin'.     Iwery  chap  as  wur  theer  dead 
an  gone,  but  me  an'  him,"  with  a  jerk  toward  his  comrade. 
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Haworth  put  his  hand  in  his  vest  pocket  and  drew  forth 
a  crisp  i)iece  of  i)aper,  evidently  placed  there  for  a  purpose. 

"Here,"  he  said  with  some  awkwardness,  "divide  that 
between  you." 

"  Betwixt  us  two  !  "  stammered  the  old  man.  "  It's  a  ten- 
pun-note,  mester ! " 

"Yes,"  with  something  like  shamefacedness.  "I  used  to 
say  to  myself  when  I  was  a  youngster  that  every  chap  who  was 
in  the  Works  that  night,  should  have  a  five-pound  note  to-day. 
Get  out,  old  lads,  and  get  as  drunk  as  you  please.  I've  kept 
my  word.  But—"  his  laugh  breaking  off  in  the  middle—"  I 
wish  there'd  been  more  of  you  to  keep  it  up  together." 

Then  they  were  gone,  chuckling  in  senile  delight  over  their 
good  luck,  and  he  was  left  alone.  He  glanced  round  the  room 
—a  big,  hand.some  one,  well  filled  with  massive  office  furniture, 
and  yet  wearing  the  usual  empty,  barren  look. 

"  It's  taken  twenty  years,"  he  said,  "  but  I've  done  it.  It's 
done—and  yet  there  isn't  as  much  of  it  as  I  used  to  think  there 
would  be." 

He  rose  from  his  chair  and  went  to  the  window  to  look  out, 
rather  impelled  by  restlessness  than  any  motive.  IMie  prospect, 
at  least,  could  not  have  attracted  him.  The  place  was  closed 
in  by  tall  and  dingy  houses,  whose  slate  roofs  shone  with  the 
rain  which  drizzled  down  through  the  smoky  air.  The  ugly 
yard  was  wet  and  had  a  desertea  look,  the  only  living  object 
which  caught  his  eye  was  the  solitary  figure  of  a  man  who  stood 
waiting  at  the  iron  gates. 

At  the  sight  of  this  man,  he  started  backward  with  an  ex- 
clamation. 

"  The  devil  take  the  chap  !  "  he  said.     "  There  he  is  again." 

He  took  a  turn  across  the  room,  but  he  came  back  again 

and   looked  out  once  more,  as  if  he   found  some  irresistible 

!..{v!-^ix  .1,  tilt  sii^hi  ui  uj';  iraii,  shabby  clad  figure. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  It's  him,  sure  enough.     I  never  saw  another 
fellow  with  the  same,  done-for  look.     I  wonder  what  he  .ants." 
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^  ii.inccci  to  be  passin^^ 

oflL'''™',"*!"'  r"""  '"  '"="'•"'"'  '""'•     fl™!'""'  w.->s      ■  ell. 

windo  V.     Haworth  pointed  to  the  man  at  the  t;ate. 

see '"   ;        7,  "'"•  '"  ""  '•''"  '"•"  "'""■"«■     •'•'^''  f'"ow 
een  s  ,„  spend  h,.s  t,me  wandering  up  and  down  the  streets 

iTinsX       ^  '•;"''  '"'^^  ""  """^  of  =•  «"-'•     "^'  «o- 
ngatnst  the  gra.n  w,th  me  somehow.     Do  you  know  who  he  is 

and  what's  up  with  him  ?"  ' 

heaS"  ^''''""''  ""'■■'"'  ""  ^■'"'  ™''  ""''  "'^"  ""''l^-''  I™ 
"  Aye,"  he  answered.     "  He's  the  inventin'  chap  as  has  bin 

a  head  yet      He  lives  ,'  our  street,  an'  me  an'  my  missis   hes 
been  not,™   h.m  fur  a  good  bit.     He'.,  noan  fin'ish  th'  thin" 
,o  'M    ■       u-  °"  ■"'  '•■'''  "8"  """'•     "«  '<>°k  the contranshun 
Ws  rr  V'J"'''  ''"'  ""™  "'  «'^'  8"'-  'h'  idea  in  o 
he  took  u      Me  an'  my  m.sses  think  he's  a  bit  soft  i'  the  yed  " 
Haworth  pushed  by  him  to  get  nearer  the  window.     A  shght 
moisture  started  out  upon  his  forehead 
"Thirty  year' ! "  he  exclaimed.     "  By  the  Lord  Harry!" 
There  might  have  been  something  in  his  excitement  which 
had  Its  effect  upon  the  man  who  stood  outside.     He  seemed 
as  It  were  to  awaken  slowly  from  a  fit  of  lethargy.     He  glanced 
up  at  tne  window,  and  moved  slowly  forward 
"  He's  made  up  his  mind  to  come  in,"  said  Floxham. 
What  does  he  want.^"  said  Haworth,  with  a  sense  of 
physical  uneasiness.        "Confound    the    fellow!"   trying' to 
1!    ,  off  'he  feeling  with  a  laugh.     "  What  does  he  want  with 
iii\. — to  Cay  r 

''  I  can  out  go  an'  turn  him  back,"  said  Floxham. 
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"No,"  anfjwcrcd  JInworlh.  "You  ran  go  back  to  your 
work.  I'll  hear  what  he  has  to  say.  I've  naught  else  to  do 
just  now." 

f'loxham  left  him,  aufl  he  went  bark  to  the  big  arm-chair 
behind  the  table.  He  sat  down,  and  turned  over  some  papers, 
not  rid  of  the  uneasiness  even  when  the  door  opened,  and  his 
visitor  came  in.  He  was  a  tall,  slender  man  who  stooped  and 
was  narrow-chested.  He  was  gray,  hollow  eyed  and  haggard. 
He  removed  his  shabby  hat  and  stood  before  the  table  a 
second,  in  silence. 

"  Mr.  Haworth  ?  "  he  said,  in  a  gentle,  absent-minded  voice. 
"  They  told  me  this  was  Mr.  Haworth's  room." 
"  Yes,"  he  answered,  "  I'm  Haworth." 
"  I  want—"  a  little  hoarsely,  and  faltering—"  to  get  some 
work  to  do.  My  name  is  Murdoch.  I've  spent  the  last  thirty 
years  in  America,  but  I'm  a  Lancashire  man.  I  went  to 
America  on  business— which  has  not  been  successful— yet.  I 
—I  have  worked  here  before,"— with  a  glance  around  him,— 
"  and  I  should  like  to  work  here  again.  I  did  not  think  it 
would  be  necessary,  but— that  doesn't  matter.  Perhaps  it  will 
only  be  temporary.     I  must  get  work." 

In  the  last  sentence  his  voice  faltered  more  than  ever.     He 
seemed  suddedly  to  awaken  and  bring  himself  back  to  his  first 
idea,  as  if  he  had  not  intented  to  wander  from  it. 
"  I— I  must  get  work,"  he  repeated. 

The  effect  he  produced  upon  the  man  he  appealed  to  was 
peculiar.  Jem  Haworth  almost  resented  his  frail  appearance. 
He  felt  it  an  uncomfortable  thing  to  confront  just  at  this  hour 
of  his  triumph.  He  had  experienced  the  same  sensation,  in  a 
less  degree,  when  he  rose  in  the  morning  and  looked  out  of  his 
window  upon  the  murky  sky  and  falling  rain.  He  would 
almost  have  given  a  thousand  pounds  for  clear,  triumphant 
sunshine. 

And  yet,  in  spite  of  this,  he  was  not  quite  as  brusque  as  usual 
when  he  made  his  answer. 
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"  I've  ht'nid  of  vol,  "  K..  ^„,- 1      <<  .,     ,      ,     ,  . 

will  come  some "  "",  um  i  thmk  its  suit 

Haworth  made  a  roiigl,  gesture 

^^Murdoch  rc„  bac.  a  p,co,  and  s.aned  a.  ,„„,  ;,. .,  „.,„,„, 

"  Given  it  up  !"  he  repeated.     "  Vet  ?" 
JLook  here!''  said  Haworth.     '•  Vou'd  better  do  it.  if  you 
lav  n  t.     i  ake  my  advice,  and  have  done  with  it      You'  e  nn 

he  s.;,l  n     H  "'"'''"  ^"  ^''^''^'  ^'^^  P'u^k  out  of  vou  '' 

.      ne  said  bluntly,  a  moment  lnt#.r      <<  v  .  ^     ' 

livid  ot"';  ''"T  """,  "  "■"■'  P'»^k/'--till  quivering.     "  iVe 
;.ved  on  u  .0  long  ,ha.  it  „ou,d  not  give  „.  „,/  j  .„i™ 

Ilaworth  dashed  off  a  couple  of  lines  nn  .  .v      c 
and  tossed  it  to  him.  "  '"  '''^^  "'^  l^''^!^^'-' 

Murdoch  took  the  paper,  and  held  it  hesitatingly 

I-perhaps  I  ought  not  to  have  asked  for  it  to  dav  "  h„ 
said,  nervouslv      "I'm  ,-.^f  „  i      •  lo-aay,    he 

of  it      /°"''^-.    ,  ^  •"  «ot  a  business  man,  and  I  didn't  think 
of  n.     I  came  in  because  I  saw  you.     I'm  soim.  m  T  .  T 
to-morrow,  and  shall  not  be  back  for  a  week."     '  ''  '""'^" 
That  s  all  right,"  said  Haworth.     -  Come  then  " 

^00.   close  a.er  him. -Burwh;7,td^;:~^^ 
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faintly,      of  whnt  l,„s  l,n,,,,enc<I  hero  Ir,  dn,,     •/Vcnty  vers 

a,  luck  «„e:"""""  """'""'  "  ">>  '"^"'^  '•-•■'  «"""  -""^H, 
,J',n  «:"r  "'"'""  •''  '■"">■"-'■»""'(!  int"  the  meditative-"  for 

ine  crtS:"  :'"",  T^  I'^'""  ^  "  "  '^  '''  ^""'^  '-  '  -^^ 
■1,  ntitrtlitlcss.     (,ood  luck  to  you  '" 

The  door  closed,  and  he  uas  gone. 


CHAPTKR     II. 

TIIIRTV     \RARS. 

A  LITTKE  later,  there  stood  at  a  window  in  one  of  the  rhean 
est  of  the  respectahle  streets,  a  woman  when,  the  n  ighhl 
had  become  used  to  seeing  .here.     She  was  a  small  per  or 
>v.  h  a  repressed  and  watchful  look  in  her  eyes,  and  she  w^ 
not,ceable,also,  to  the  Lancashire  tnind,  for  a  c -rtain  sight 
ore,gn  a,r,  not  easily  described.     ,t  was  in  consequcncf  ^ 

rken  ,h  r.    """""""""  ""'^  '°"'^"  '"'  "-^'  'l-^-  """or  had 
of   h  r  "      ""''^^"'"  =""  "  "■•■•^  PO^'iWv  a  result 

oth,s  rumor  that  she  was  regarded  by  the  .nhabitants  of  the 
street  with  a  curiosity  not  unraingled  with  awe 

"Aye,"  said  one  honest  matron.  "  Hoo's  a  'Merican  fur 
my  mester  heerd  it  fro'  th'  landlord.  Eh  )  1  wou  d  1  e  ^ 
ax  her  suramat  about  eh'  Blacks  an'  th'  Indians  » 

ram"nV'.r  T  T"°  ?'"  "'"  ^'^'"^  of  familiarity  war- 
idnunfir    trie    hronrhinfY    ^c    ^..u; ...  .^     "• 

'"Merican"     Thl'T"    "'    =^""J^-s    so   deiicate    and    truly 

Merican.       The  stranger  and   her  husband  hved  a  simnle 

and  secluded  hfe.     It  was  said  the  woman  had  never  been 
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known  to  go  out ;  it  seemed  her  place  to  stand  or  sit  at  the 
H.ndow  and  watch  for  the  n,an  when  he  left  the  house  on  one 
of  h,s  mysterious  errands  in  company  with  the  wooden  case 
he  earned  by  its  iron  handle. 

This  morning  she  waited  as  usual,  though  the  case  had  not 
gone  out.-rather  to  the  disappointment  of  those  interested 
whose  conjectures  <  oncerning  its  contents  were  varied  and' 
.ngenrous  When,  at  last,  the  tall,  stooping  figure  turned  the 
corner,  she  went  to  the  door  and  stood  m  readiness  to  greet 
Its  crossing  the  threshold. 

^JJhank  you,  Kitty,"  he  said.     ''You  are  always  here,  my 

iJn^T  uT  "''''^'''  ''"'''  ^'''''■^''"  ^^'■^  '"  ^'^e  '^"^''^"  room 
into  which  they  passed,  and  he  went  to  it  and  laid  down  upon 

t'e    11'       ;  •"  r  r'^'"''''  "^^'  ^  ^'-^^^  -d  showing 
Itself  on  his  hollow  cheeks. 

"  Everything  is  ready,  Kitty  ? "  he  said  at  last 

"  Yes,  all  ready." 

He  lay  and  looked  at  the  fire,  still  breathing  shortly 

"I  never  was  as  certain  of  it  before,"  he  said.  -I  have 
thought  I  was  certain,  but-I  never  felt  as  I  do  now.  And 
yet-I  don  t  know  what  made  me  do  it-I  went  into  Haworth's 
this  morning  and  asked  for- for  work. 

His  wife  dropped  the  needle  she  was  holding 

"For  work  1"  she  said. 

"Yes-yes,"  a  little  hastily.  -I  was  there  and  saw  Haworth 
at  a  window,  and  there  have  been  delays  so  often  that  it  struck 

me  I  might  as  well-not  exactly  depend  on  it "    He  broke 

off  and  buried  his  face  in  his  hands.  "  What  am  I  saying  ?" 
he  cried.     -  It  sounds  as  if  I  did  not  believe  in  it  »  ' 

thfn  r' f   ^''"'.^"'  '^"  ■  ""'''''  *°  ^^''-     She  was  used  to 

"" '"""o  "^^>  ^'  '■''  -  become  j  j  ibit.     She  spoke 

in  an  even,  unemotiona'i  voice. 
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"  When  Hil.iry  comes "  she  began 

J  I|  will  be  all  over  then."  he  said,  "one  way  or  the  other. 
He  will  be  here  when  I  come  bark  " 
"  Yes." 

"  I  may  hav^  good  news  for  him,"  he  said.     "  I  don't  see" 
-faltei.ng  afresh-'«how  it  can  be  otherwise.     Only  I  am  so 

?"rv      ffri"'""";    ''''-    '^"    '   ^'-^"'^   -     'he    tLg 
tairly.      i!  has  been— a  long  time,  kitty" 

.n,;™S"  '""'""•"  "'"'""•  "^='"  'en  y„a  ,he  ,cu.1 
"  He  is  the  first  mechanic  and  inventor  in   ( ;nKlanrl  "  he 
answered  his  eye  sparkling  Vverishly.     "  He  is  a  ,^nius.     If 
he  says  It  IS  a  success,  it  is  one." 

The  woman  rose,  and  going  to  the  fire  bent  t!  .wn  i,   stir  it 
She  hngered  oyer  it  for  a  mon,ent  or  so  before  sh,     am.  back' 
■  When  the  lad  comes,"  he  was  saying,  a.  if  to  I    .self,  "„e 
shall  have  news  for  him." 

Thirty  years  before,  he  \ad  reached  America,  a  f  .  e  un- 
pracucal  Lancashire  n,an,  with  a  frail  physique  a  .J.y 
pockets.  He  had  belonged  in  his  own  land  to  the  bu  cla  s 
o  mechan,cs;  he  had  a  k„  ,ck  of  invention  which  s.  .how 
had  never  as  yet  brought  fon.n  any  decided  results,  t.  had 
done  one  or  two  things  which  had  gained  hin,  the  repu,  tion 
among  h,s  employers  of  being  ■■  a  clever  fellow."  but  the  d 
a  ways  been  th.ngs  which  had  Inally  slipped  imo  strong,  or 
hrewder  hands,  and  left  his  own  empt;.     But  at  last  there 

He  had  labored  w,th  .t  m  secre,  he  had  lain  awake  througl, 
long  nights  brooding  over  it  in  th    darkness. 

And  then  some  one  had  said  to  him  ■ 

"Why  don't  you  try  America?  America's  the  place  for  a 
or.  .     °'   :  •";V'°  ^""H  "'-c  you.     lis  ieilow's  like  you  who 

n  Americ?'  Wk"  ^7  """"'''■  '^'"^'^'^  »-  ""'  »  ^'"w 
-n  America.     Why  don't  you  carry  your  traps  out  there  ?» 
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It  wns  more  a  suggestion  of  boisterous  good-fellowship  than 
anything  else,  but  it  awakened  new  fancies  in  Stephen  Mur- 
doch's mmd.  He  had  always  cherished  vaguely  grand  visions 
of  the  New  World,  and  they  were  easily  excited. 

"  I  only  wonder  I  never  thought  of  it,"  he  said  to  himself 

He  landed  on  the  strange  shore  with  high  hopes  in  his 
breast,  and  a  little  unperfected  model  in  his  shabby  trunk. 

This  was  thirty  yeai^  ago,  and  to-day  he  was  in  Lancashire 
again,  in  his  native  town,  with  the  same  little  model  among  his 
belongings. 

During  the  thirty  years,  interval  he  had  lived  an  unsettled 
unsuccessful  life.     He  had  labored  faithfully  at  his  task   but 
he  had  not  reached  the  end  which  had  been  his  aim.     Some- 
times he  had  seemed  very  near  it,  but  it  had  always  evaded 
him.     He  had  drifted  here  and  there  bearing  his  work  with 
hini,  earning  a   scant  livelihood   by  doing   anything  chance 
threw  in  his  way.     It  had  always  been  a  scant  livelihood  - 
though  after  the  lapse  of  eight  years,  in  one  of  his  intervals'  of 
hopefulness,  he  had  married.     On  the  first  night  they  spent  in 
their  new  home  he  had  taken  his  wife  into  a  little  bare  room 
set  apart  from  the  rest,  and  had  shown  her  his  model. 
"  I  think  a  few  weeks  will  finish  it,"  he  said. 
The  earliest  recollections  of  their  one  child  centered  them 
selves  round  the  small  room  and  its  contents      It  was  the  one 
touch  of  romance  and  mystery  in  their  narrow,  simple  life 
The  few  spare  hours  the  struggle  for  daily  bread  left  the  man 
were  spent  there ;  sometimes  he  even  stole  hours  from  the 
night,  and  yet  the  end  was  always  one  step  further.     His  frail 
body  grew  frailer,  his  gentle  temperament  more  excitable  he 
was  feverishly  confident   and  utterly  despairing  by  turns  '  It 
was  m  one  of  his  hours  of  elation  that  his  mind  turned  again 
to  his  old  home.     He  was  sure  at  last  that  a  few  days'  work 
would  complete  all,  and  then  only  friends  were  needed 

"■  England  is  the  place,  after  all,"  he  said.     ''  They  are  more 
steady  there,  even  if  they  are  not  so  sanguine,-and  there  are 
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for'J^Mo!''  "^oney  hard  labor  and  scant  living  had  laid  away 
for  an  hour  of  need,  they  brought  with  them.  Their  son  had 
remained  to  dispose  of  their  few  possessions.     Between  th^stn 

Murdocl/h  7h  t""''^''^  ''''''^  affection,  and  Stephen 
Muidoch  had  done  his  best  by  him 

chance  than  I  had.  J  want  him  to  have  what  I  have  lacked  " 
^^^^  As  he  lay  upon  the  horse-hair  sofa  he  spoke  of  him  to  his 

"  There  are  not  many  like  him,"  he  said.     ''  He'll  make  his 

way      I  ve  sometmies  thought  that  may  be »     But  he  did 

not  finish  the  sentence,  the  words  died  away  on  his  lips  and  he 
lay-perhaps  thinking  over  them  as  he  looked  at  the  fire 
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IHE  next  morning  he  went  upon  his  journey,  and  a  few  days 
later  the  son  came.     He  was  a  tall  young  fellow  with  a  dark, 
strongly  cut  face,  deep-set  black  eyes  and  an  unconventional 
air.     Those  who  had  been  wont  to  watch  his  father,  watched 
h.minhis  turn  with  quite  as  much  interest.     He  seemed  to 
apply  himself  to  the  task  of  exploring  the  place  at  once.     He 
went  out  a  great  deal  and  in  all  sorts  of  weather.     He  even 
presented  himself  at   "  Haworth's,"  and  making  friends  with 
Jjloxham  got  permission  to  go  through  the  place  and  look  at 
he   machinery.     His   simple   directness  of  speech   at   once 
baffled  and  softened  Floxham,  to  whom  the  general  rudeness 
ot  ordinary  youth  was  obnoxious  as  it  is  to  every  elderly  and 
orthodox  Briton. 

"My  name's  Murdoch,"  he  had  said.     "I'm  an  American 
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and  I'm  interested  in  mechanics.     If  it  isn't  against  your  rules 
I  should  like  to  see  your  machinery." 

Floxham  pushed  liis  cap  off  his  forehead  and  looked  him 
over. 

"  Well,  I'm  dom'd,"  he  remarked. 

It  had  struck  him  at  first  that  this  might  be  "  cheek."  And 
then  he  had  recognized  that  it  was  not. 

Murdoch  looked  slightly  bewildered. 

"  If  there  is  any  objection "  he  began. 

"  Well,  there  is  na,"  said  Floxham.  "  Come  on  in."  And 
he  cut  the  matter  short  by  turning  into  the  door. 

"  Did  any  o'  yu'  chaps  see  that  felly  as  coom  to  look  at  th' 
machinery  ?"  he  said  afterward  to  his  comrades.  "  He's  fro' 
'Merica,  an'  danged  if  he  has  na  more  head-fillin'  than  you'd 
think  fur.  He  goes  round  wi'  his  hands  i'  his  pockits  lookin' 
loike  a  foo',  an'  axin'  questions  as  ud  stump  an  owd  un.  He's 
that  invcntin'  chap's  lad.  I  dunnot  go  much  wi'  inventions 
mysen,  butth'  young  chap's  noan  sich  a  foo'  as  he  looks." 

Between  mother  and  son  but  little  had  been  said  on  the  sub- 
ject which  reigned  supreme  in  the  mind  of  ta c'l.  It  had  never 
been  their  habit  to  speak  freely  on  the  matter.  On  the  night 
of  Hilary's  arrival,  as  they  sat  together,  the  woman  had  said  : 

"  He  went  away  three  days  ago.  He  will  be  back  at  the 
end  of  the  week.     He  hoped  to  have  good  news  for  you." 

They  had  said  little  beyond  this,  but  both  had  sat  silent  for 
some  time  afterward,  and  the  conversation  had  become  desul- 
tory and  lagged  somewhat  until  they  separated  for  the 
night. 

The  week  ended  with  fresh  gusts  of  wind  and  heavv  rains. 
Stephen  Murdoch  came  home  in  a  storm.  On  the  day  fixed 
for  his  return,  his  wife  scarcely  left  her  seat  at  the  window  for 
an  hour.  She  sat  looking  out  at  the  driving  rain  with  a  pale 
and  rigid  face ;  when  the  night  fell  and  she  rose  to  close  the 
shutters,  Hilary  saw  that  her  hands  shook. 

She  made  the  small  room  as  bright  as  possible,  and  set  the 
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And 


And 


!!,„  if  r  «"'"'"  ""=  '""'^  '""  "'^"  ^«  'lo""  ••'"d  waited 
aga  n  by  the  fire,  cowering  a  little  over  it,  but  not  speaking. 

H  s  being  detained  is  not  a  bad  sign,"  said  Hilary. 
Half  an  hour  later  tl  ey  both  started  from  their  seats  at  once. 
There  was  a  loud  summons  at  the  door.     It  was  Hilary  who 
opened  it,  his  mother  following  closely 

Stephen  Murdoch,  wet  and  storm-beaten,  stepped  in  from  the 
ou^r  darkness,  carrying  the  wooden  case  in  his  hands 

He  seemed  scarcely  to  see  them.     He  made  his  way  past 
h  m  and  into  the  lighted  room  with  an  uncertain  step.    T,e 

and  threw  himself  upon  it ;    he  was  trembling  like  a  leaf-  he 
had  aged  ten  years.  ' 

hJlJrv        "■  •  ^""^  *''"  ""^  '""'"^"^  "1'  ^'  'hem  as  they  stood 
before  him  waiting.     "  There  if  n-.„„l,t  ,„        »  i        •  j 
and  l,ii«f  ,•„.„      ij   u         ?™  "*  """g"'  'o  say,"  he  cried  out, 

In  c2d        "  ,  '    ^"""-''"  '''''P'"S'  '''^'  "^'•"  »f  ^  >™n,an. 

room      Wh        r        u  "'^"  ^"""  '"^  "'°"'^'-.   ""^'V  ''=«  *e 

waslier  H     f.""^,'"""  °'  '■•'"f  •^"  '--'  "^  -'-'-d.  "" 

mothcr,nt  I     "  ''^  "P™  "■*'  ^"f^  «•'">  ='°»'--d  eves  his 

evIJdt     "T,''"""^  "^e  -ening.     Then  he  opened  his 
hrhaTjllrdlt.'"^'"  ""°"  '"^  ^^^^  '^"'^^  ^""  ''"°''  "'-- 
"  Take  it  away,"  he  said  in  a  whisper.     "  Take  it  away." 

The  next  morning  Hilary  went  to  Floxham 

want  work,"  he  said.    "  Do  you  think  I  can  get  it  here^- 

What  soart  dost  tha  want  ?  "  asked  the  engineer  not  too 

encouraginelv      '« Th'  o««fi^        i  6'"ccr,  noi  loo 

S mgiy.        1  h  gentlemanly  soart  as  tha  con  do  wi'  kid 

gloves  an'  an  eye-glass  on  ?  " 

"  No  "  answered  Murdoch,  -  not  that  sort." 
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"  Aw  reet  then  !     I'll  gie  thee  a  chance.     Coom  tha  wi'  me 
to  th'  engine  room,  an'  see  how  long  tha'lt  stick  to  it." 

It  was  very  ordinary  work  he  was  given  to  do,  but  he  seemed 
to  take  quite  kindly  to  it;  in  fact  the  manner  in  which  he  ap- 
phed  hmiself  to  the  rough  tasks  which  fell  to  his  lot  gave  rise 
to  no  slight  dissatisfaction  among  his  fellow-workmen,  and 
caused  hmi  to  be  regarded  with  small  respect.     He  was  usu- 
ally a  little  ahead  of  the  stipulated  time,  he  had  an  equable 
temper,  and  yet,  despite  this  and  his  civility,  he  seemed  often 
more  than  half  oblivious  of  the  existence  of  those  around  him 
A  highly  flavored  joke  did  not  awaken  him  to  enthusiasm,  and 
perhaps  ch.efest  among  his  failings  was  noted  the  fact  that  he 
had  no  predilection   for  -sixpenny,"  and  at  his  midday  meal 
which  he  frequently  brought  with  him  and  ate  in  any  conve- 
nient corner,  he  sat  drinking  cold  water  and  eating  his  simple 
fare  over  a  book. 

"Th'chap  is  na  more  than  haaf  theer,"  was  the  opinion 
generally  expressed. 

Since  the  night  of  his  return  from  his  journey,  Stephen 
Murdoch  had  been  out  no  more.  The  neighbors  watched  for 
him  in  vain.  The  wooden  case  stood  unopened  in  his  room, 
--he  had  never  spoken  of  it.  Through  the  long  hours  of  the 
day  he  lay  upon  the  sofa,  either  dozing  or  in  silent  wakeful- 
ness, and  at  length  instead  of  upon  the  sofa  he  lay  upon  the 
bed,  not  having  strength  to  rise. 

About  three  months  after  he  had  taken  his  place  at  Ha- 
worths,  Hilary  came  home  one  evening  to  find  his  mother 
waiting  for  him  at  the  door.  She  shed  no  tears,  there  was  in 
her  face  only  a  kind  of  hopeless  terror. 

"  He  has  sent  me  out  of  the  room,"  she  said.  "  He  has 
been  restless  all  day.     He  said  he  must  be  alone." 

Hilary  went  upstairs.  Opening  the  door  he  fell  back  a  step. 
The  model  was  in  its  old  place  on  the  work-table  and  near  it 
stood  a  tall,  gaunt,  white  figure. 

His  father  turned  toward  him.     He  touched  himself  upon 
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the  breast.  -  I  always  told  myself,"  he  said,  incoherently  and 
hoarsely,  "  that  there  was  a  flaw  in  it-that  something  was 
lackmg  I  have  said  that  for  thirty  years,  and  believed  the 
day  would  come  when  I  should  remedy  the  wrong.  To-night 
I  hiow.  The  truth  has  come  to  me  at  last.  There  was  no 
remedy.  The  flaw  was  in  me,"  touching  his  hollow  chest  — 
"  in  me.  As  I  lay  there  I  thought  once  that  perhaps  it  vvas 
not  real-that  I  had  dreamed  it  all  and  might  awake  I  got 
up  to  set-to  touch  it.  It  is  there  !  Good  God  >  "  as  if  a 
sudden  terror  grasped  him.     "Not  finished  .'—and  I " 

He  fell  into  a  .hair  and  sank  forward,  his  hand  falling  upon 
the  model  helplessly  and  unmeaningly, 

Hilary  raised  him  and  laid  his  head  upon  his  shoulder     He 
heard  his  mother  at  the  door,  and  cried  out  loudly  to  her 

" Go  back  !"    he  said.     "Go  back!     You  must  not  come 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

JANEY    KRIARI.EV. 

A  WEEK  later  Hilary  Murdoch  returned  from  the  Broxton 
grave-yard  in  a  drizzling  rain,  and  made  his  way  to  the  bare 
cleanly  swept  chamber  upstairs. 

Since  the  night  on  which  he  had  cried  out  to  his  mother 

hat  she  must  not  enter,  the  table  at  which  the  dead  man  had 
been  wont  to  sit  at  work  had  been  pushed  aside.     Some  one  had 

hrown  a  white  cloth  over  it.  Murdoch  went  to  it  and  drew 
this  cloth  away.  He  stood  and  looked  down  at  the  little 
skeleton  of  wood  and  steel.  It  had  been  nothing  but  a  curse 
from  first  to  last,  and  yet  it  fascinated  him.  He  found  it  hard 
to  do  the  thing  he  had  come  to  do. 

"It  is  not  finished,"  he  said  to  the  echoes  of  the  emotv 
room.     "  It— never  will  be."  tne  empty 

He  slowly  replaced  it  in  its  case,  and  buried  it  out  of  sight 
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at  the  bottom  of  the  trunk  which,  from  that  day  forward,  would 
stand  unused  and  locked. 

When  he  arose,  after  doing  this,  he  imconsciously  struck 
his  hands  together  as  he  had  seen  grave  diggers  do  when  they 
brushed  the  damp  soil  away. 

The  first  time  Haworth  saw  his  new  hand  he  regarded  him 
with  small  favor.  In  crossing  the  yard  one  day  at  noon,  he 
came  upon  him  disposing  of  his  unceremonious  midday  meal 
and  reading  at  the  same  time.     He  stopped  to  look  at  him. 

"  Who's  that  ?  "  he  asked  one  of  the  men. 

The  fellow  grinned  m  amiable  appreciation  of  the  rough 
tone  of  the  query. 

*'  That's  th'  'Merican,"  he  answered.    "  An'  a  soft  un  he  is  " 
"  What's  that  he's  reading  ?  " 

''Summat  about  engineerin',  loike  as  not.  That's  his 
crack." 

In  the  rush  of  his  new  plans  and  the  hurry  of  the  last  few 
months,  Haworth  had  had  time  to  forget  the  man  who  had 
wished  him  "good  luck,"  and  whose  pathetic  figure  had  been 
a  shadow  upon  the  first  glow  of  his  triumph.  He  did  not 
connect  him  at  all  with  the  young  fellow  before  him.  He 
turned  away  with  a  shrug  cf  his  burly  shoulders. 

"  He  doesn't  look  like  an  p:nglishman,"  he  said.  "  He 
hasn't  got  backbone  enough." 

Afterward  when  the  two  accidentally  came  in  contact,  Ha- 
worth wasted  few  civil  words.  At  times  his  domineering 
brusqueness  excited  Murdoch  to  wonder. 

''  He's  a  queer  fellow,  that  Haworth,"  he  said  reflectingly  to 
Floxham.     '\  Sometimes  I  think  he's  out  of  humor  with  me." 

With  the  twelve-year-old  daughter  of  one  of  the  workmen, 
who  used  to  bring  her  father's  dinner,  the  young  fellow  had 
struck  up  something  of  a  friendship.     She  was  the  eldest  of 
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tnfted  hi™''^"'''  ^""""^  ''^''°"  ^^°'^  business-like  air  had  at- 

She  had  assisted  her  mother  in  the  rearing  of  her  family 
from  her  third  year,  and  had  apparently  done  with  the  follies 
of  youth.  She  was  stunted  with  much  nursing  and  her  small 
tace  had  a  shrewd  and  careworn  look.  Murdoch's  first  ad- 
vances  she  received  with  some  distrust,  but  after  a  lapse  of 
tune  they  progressed  fairly  and,  without  any  weak  sentiment 
were  upon  excellent  terms.  Hmitni, 

One  rai^ny  day  she  came  into  the  yard  enveloped  in  a  lar.e 
shawl,  evidently  her  mother's,  and  also  evidently  very  much  in 
her  way.  Her  dinner-can,  her  beer-jug  and  her  shawl  we  e 
more  than  she  could  manage. 

"  Eh  !  I  am  in  a  mess,"  she  said  to  Hilary,  stopping  at  the 
door-way  with  a  long-drawn  breath.  ^'  1  dunnot  know  which 
way  to  turn-  what  wi'  th'  beer  and  what  wi'  th'  dinner  I've 
getten  on  mother's  Sunday  shawl  as  she  had  afore  she  wurwed 
an  th  eends  keep  a-draggin'  an'  a-draggin',  an'  th'  mud'll  be 
th  ruin  on  em.  Th'  pin  mother  put  in  it  is  na  big  enov;  an' 
It's  getten  loose."  ^  '    " 

Jrl^'V^^-r^'^^"  ""'  """"'^  ^'"^"  «^  ^""^°^  i"  the  young 
man.     He  did  not  seem  to  see  the  grotesqueness  of  the  little 

ngurewuh  as  mud-bedraggled  maternal  wrappings.  He  turned 
up  ^the  lapel  of  his  coat  and  examined  it  quite  seriously 

I  ve  got  a  pin  here  that  will  hold  it,"  he  said.     -  I  nicked 
It  up  because  it  was  such  a  large  one." 

Janey  Brairley's  eyes  brightened. 

"Eh!"  she  ejaculated,    -that   theer's   a  graidely  bi^  un 

thTfoi™ "" ''' '"'"'' '  °"' '' '"  ^'"^^-  ^^'^--  ^>d' 

"  In  the  street." 

eon  ^J!!T  '?•     ^'''^'  ^"^"^""'^  ^^''  ^''     I^ost  tha  think  tha 
con  pin  K  ree.,  or  mun  Iput  tha  beer  down  and  do  it  mysen  ?" 
He  thought  he  could  do  it  and  bent  down  to  reach  her  level 
It  was  at  this  moment  that  Haworth  approached  the   door 
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With  the  intention  of  passing  out.  Things  had  gone  wrong 
with  him,  and  he  was  in  one  of  his  worst  moods.  He  strode 
down  the  passage  in  a  savage  hurry,  and,  finding  his  way 
barred,  made  no  effort  to  keep  his  temper. 

"Get  out  of  the  road,"  he  said,  and  pushed  Murdoch  aside 
shghtly  with  his  foot. 

It  was  as  if  he  had  dropped  a  spark  of  fire  into  gunpowder 
Murdoch  sprung  to  his  feet,  white  with  wrath  and  quivering  ' 

"D n  you!"  he   shrieked.      "D n   you!    I'll  kill 

you  !"  and  he  rushed  upon  him. 

As  he  sprang  upon  him,  Haworth  staggered  between  the 
shock  and  his  amazement.  A  sense  of  the  true  nature  of  the 
thing  he  had  done  broke  in  upon  him. 

When  it  was  all  over  he  fell  back  a  pace,  and  a  grim  sur- 
prise, not  withou.  its  hint  of  satisfaction,  was  in  his  f-ce 

"  The  devil  take  you,"  he  said.  -You  have  got  some  blood 
in  you,  after  all." 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE   BEGINNING   OF   A   FRIENDSHIP. 

The  next  morning,  when  he  appeared  at  the  Works,  Murdoch 
found  he   had   to   make   his   way  through  a  group   of  the 

hands  which  some  sufficiently  powerful  motive  had  gathered 
together,-which  group  greeted  his  appearance  with  signs  of 
interest.  ''Theer  he  is,"  he  heard  them  say.  And  then  a 
gentleman  of  leisure,  who  was  an  outsider  leaning  against  the 
wall,  enjoying  the  solace  of  a  short  pipe,  exerted  himself  to 
look  round  and  add  his  comment. 

"Well,"  he  remarked,  "he  may  ha' done  it,  an' I  wunnot 
stick  out  as  he  did  na ;  but  if  it  wur  na  fur  the  circumstantyal 
cvmcnce  I  would  na  ha'  believed  it." 

Floxham  met  him  at  the  entrance  with  a  message. 
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•'  Haworth's  sent  fur  thee,"  he  said. 

•'Where  is  he?"— coolly  enough  under  the  circumstances. 

Ihe  engineer  chuckled  in  sly  exultation. 

.v'1"''''k"  ^^^  °^''''*     "^  '^^'^"''  '^y  "«^^  about  givin'  thee 
th  bag;  but  tha  may  as  well  mak'  up  thy  moind  to  it.     Tha 
wert  pretty  cheeky,  tha  knows,  considcrin'  he  wur  th'  mester  " 
"Look  here,"  with  some  heat;  "  do  you  mean  to  say  you 
think  I  was  in  the  wrong?     Am  I  to  let  the  fellow  insult  me 
and  not  resent  it-touch  me  with  his  foot  as  if  I  were  a  dog  ?" 
"  Tha'rt  particular,  my  lad,"  dryly.     -  An'  tha  does  na  know 
as  much  o'  th'  mester  koind  as  most  folk."     But  the  next  in- 
stant he  flung  down  the  tool  he  held  in  his  hand.     "  Dom 
thee  !     he  cried.     -  I  bike   thy  pluck.     Stick  to  it,  lad,- 
mesters  or  no  mesters." 

As  Murdoch  crossed  the  theshold  of  his  room,  Jem  Haworth 
turned  in  his  seat  and  greeted  him  with  a  short  nod  not 
altogether  combative.  Then  he  leaned  forward,  with  his 
arms  upon  the  table  before  him. 

''  Sit  down,"  he  said.     -  I'd  like  to  take  a  look  at  the  chap 
who  thought  he  could  thrash  Jem  Haworth." 
But  Murdoch  did  not  obey  him. 

"  I  suppose  you  have  something  to  say  to  me,"  he  said,  "  as 
you  sent  for  me."  ' 

He  did  not  receive  the  answer  he  was  prepared  for.     Jem 
Haworth  burst  into  a  loud  laugh. 

"By  George!  you're  a  plucky  chap,"  he  said,  "if  you  are 
an  American." 

Murdoch's  blood  rose  again. 

"  Say  what  you  have  to  say,"  he  demanded.     "  I  can  guess 
what  ,t  is;  but,  'n  me  tell  you,  I  should  do  the  same  thing 

agam.     It  was  no  iault  of  mine  that  I  was  in  your  path " 

/^'Jf  I'd  been  sjich  a  fool  as  not  to  see  that,"  put  in  Haworth, 
wu.- a  .smile  gn„nncf  than  before,  "doyouthmk  1  couldn't 
have  smashed  every  bone  in  your  body  ?" 
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Tlicn  Muidocli  comprehended  how  matters  were  to  stand 
between  them. 

"(letten  th'  bag?"  asked  Kloxham  when  he  went  back  to 
his  work. 

"No." 

"  Iha  hannot  ?  "  with  animation.     •'  Well  dang  //te r 

At  the  close  of  the  day,  as  they  were  preparing  to  leave 
then-  work.  Ilaworlh  presented  himself  in  the  engine-room, 
looking  perhaps  a  trille  awkward. 

"See  here."  he  said  to  iMurdoch,  "I've  heard  something 
to-day  as  I've  missed  hearing  before,  somehow.  The  invent- 
ing chap  was  your  father?" 

"Yes." 

He  stood  in  an  uneasy  attitude,  looking  out  of  the  window 
as  if  he  half  expected  to  see  the  frail,  tall  figure  again. 

"  I  saw  him  once,  poor  chap,"  he  said,  "  and  he  stuck  to 
me,  somehow.  I'd  meant  to  stand  by  him  if  he'd  come  here. 
I'd  have  liked  to  do  him  a  good  turn." 

He  turned  to  Murdoch  suddenly  and  with  a  hint  of  embar- 
rassment in  his  off-hand  air. 

"Come  up  and  have  dinner  with  me,"  he  said.  "It's 
devilish  dull  spending  a  chap's  nights  in  a  big  place  like  mine. 
Come  up  with  me  now." 

The  visit  was  scare  -ly  to  Murdoch's  taste,  but  it  was  easier 
to  accept  than  to  refuse.  He  had  seen  the  house  often,  and 
had  felt  some  siight  curiosity  as  to  its  inside  appearance. 

There  was  only  one  other  house  in  Broxton  which  approach- 
ed it  in  size  and  splendor,  and  this  stood  empty  at  present  I'ts 
owner  being  abroad.  Eroxton  itself  was  a  sharp  and  dingy 
httle  town,  whose  inhabitants  were  mostly  foundry  hands.  It 
had  grown  up  around  the  Works  and  increased  with  them.  It 
had  a  small  railway  station,  two  or  three  ])ublic  houses  much 
patronized,  and  wore,  somehow,  an  air  of  being  utterly  uncon- 
nected with  the  outside  world  which  much  belied  it.  Motives 
of  utility,  a  desire  to  be  on  the  spot,  and  a  general  disregard 
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for  un  business-like  auract;   ns  h  xd  led   Ilaworth  to  build  his 
house  on  the  outskirts  r  f  •    ?  town. 

"When  I  want  a  spre  had  sa    ,  '•  f  r-      go  to    Man- 

Chester  or  London,  and  I'm  not  particular  «  ae  res'     n  it. 

I  wa.  t  to  be  nigh  the  place." 

It  was  a  big  house  and  a  handsome  one.  It  was  one  of 
the  expressions  of  the  man's  success,  and  his  pnde  was  in- 
volved in  it.  He  spent  money  on  it  lavishly,  and,  having 
completed  it,  went  to  live  a  desolatj  life  among  its  grandeurs. 

The  inhabitants  of  the  surrounding  villages,  which  were 
simple  and  agricultural,  regarded  Eroxton  with  frank  distaste, 
and  "Ilaworth's"  with  horror.  Haworths  smoke  polluted 
their  atmosphere.  Haworths  hands  made  weekly  raids  upon 
their  towns  and  rendered  themselves  obncxious  in  their  streets. 
The  owner  of  the  Works,  his  mode  of  life,  his  defiance  of 
opinion,  and  his  coarse  sins,  were  supposed  to  be  tabooed 
subjects.  The  man  was  ignored  and  left  to  his  visitors  from 
the  larger  towns,— visitors  who  occasionally  presented  them- 
selves to  be  entertained  at  his  house  in  a  fashion  of  his  own, 
and  who  were  a  greater  scandal  than  all  the  rest. 

"  They  hate  me,"  said  Haworth  to  his  visitor,  as  they  sat 
down  to  dinner;  "  they  hate  me,  the  devil  take  em.  I'm  not 
moral  enough  for  'em— not  moral  enough  :"  with  a  shout  of 
laughter. 

There  was  something  unreal  to  his  companion  in  the  splen- 
dor with  which  the  great  fellow  was  surrounded.  The  table 
was  covered  with  a  kind  of  banrjuet ;  servants  moved  about 
noiselessly  as  he  talked  and  laughed  ;  the  appointments  of  the 
room  were  rich  and  in  good  taste. 

"  Oh !  it's  none  of  my  work,'  he  said,  seeing  Murdoch 
glance  about  him.  "  I  wasn't  fool  enough  to  try  to  do  it 
myself.     I  gave  it  into  the  hands  of  them  as  knew  how." 

He  was  loud-tongued  and  boastful ;  hnt  he  showed  Good- 
nature enough  and  a  rough  wit,  and  it  was  also  plain  tha^  he 
knew  his  own  strength  and  weaknesses. 
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"Thirty  years  your  father  was  at  work  on  that  notion  of 
nis  f     he  said  once  during  the  evening. 
Murdoch  made  an  uneasy  gesture  of  assent. 
"  And  it  never  came  to  aught  ?" 
"  No." 
•'  Me  died  ?" 
"Yes." 

He  thrust  his  hands  dee,,  in  his  pockets,  and  gave  the  young 
fellow  a  keen  look.  ^ 

"Why  don't  you    take  the  thing  up   yourself?"  he   said 

There  may  be  something  in  it,  after  all,  and  you're  a  lonu- 

headed  chap."  ^ 

Murdoch  started  fron.  his  chair.     lie  took  an  excited  turn 
across  the  room  before  he  knew  what  he  was  doing 

"  I  never  will,"  he  said,   "  so  help  me  (;od  !     'J'he  thing's 
done  with  and  shut  out  of  the  world." 

When  he  went  away,   Haworth  accompanied  him  to   the 
door.     At  the  threshold  he  turned  about. 

"  How  do  you  like  the  look  of  things  ?"  he  demanded 

"  I  should  be  hard  to  plea.se  if  I  did  not  like  the  look  of 
them,"  was  the  answer. 

"  Well,  then,  come  again.  You're  welcome.  I  have  it  all 
to  myself  I'm  not  favorite  enow  with  the  gentry  to  bring  any 
on  'em  here.     You're  free  to  come  when  th'  fit  takes  you  " 


CHAPTER  VI. 


MISS    FFRENCH. 

It  was  considered,  after  this,  a  circumstance  illustrative  of 
Haworth's  peculiarities  that  he  had  taken  to  himself  a/>ro/cxS 
from  among  the  "hands;"  that  said  pvt^g^  was  an  eccentric 

young  fellow   who  was  snmpti'rnfc    qn'^l -^  ->-  1-    ? 

-  !■-^>  bp^J^.^,ls  ui  as  Licing  scaicciy 

as  bright  ns  he  should  be ;    that  he   occasionally   dined    or 
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supM  with  Haworth  ;  that  he  spent  numberless  evenings  .ith 
h.m  and  that  he  read  his  books,  which  would  not  have  ken 
much  used  otherwise. 

Murdoch  lived  his  regular,  unemotional  life,  in  happy  ignor- 
an  .f  these  rumors.  It  was  true  that  he  gradually  fell  into 
the  habit  of  going  to  Ilaworth's  house,  and  also  of  reading 
his  books.  Indeed,  if  the  truth  were  told,  these  ha  1  been  his 
attraction. 

"  I've  no  use  for  ■cm,"  ,aid  liawonh,  candidly,  on  showing 
him  h,s  l,l,rar),.     "  Get  into  'cm,  if  you've  a  fancy  for  cm  " 

His  fancy  for  them  was  strong  cnougl,  to  bring  him  to  the 
plnce  agam  and  again.  lie  found  hooks  he  had  wanted,  but 
never  hoped  to  possess.  The  hhrary,  it  may  be  admitted,  was 
not  of  Jem  Haworth's  selection,  and,  indeed,  this  gentleman's 
fancy  for  his  new  ac,|uaintance  was  not  a  little  increased  by  a 

ZT,  ''^'^"'',^<'""""°^  fo'  ^n  intellectual  aptness  which 
might  be  turned  to  practical  account. 

^  "You  tackle  'em  as  if  you  were  used  to  'em,"  he  used  to  say 

Thi''"'"";,  T"^-"'^  '""''  '"^"'"  "  '  '^°"W  do  the  same! 
here  s  what  s  agamst  me  many  a  time-knowing  nought  of 
books,  and  hav.ng  to  fight  my  way  rough  and  ready  " 

tt  fhe Tv  "I'  rf  f  °'  "'''  '''!"=''"'='"«.  Murdoch's  position 
at  the  n  orks  had  been  an  easier  one.  I,  became  understood 
■ha  Haworth  would  stand  by  him,  and  that  he  must  be  triated 
with  a  certain  degree  of  respect.  Greater  latitude  wa.  !k  „ 
him,  and  better  pay,  and  though  he  remained  in  the  engine" 
room,  Cher  and  more  responsible  work  frequently  fell  into  his 

andlLZ  °"  '"  ",!  ""'"  ''•""'■  "'  '■''  "^>'  ""communicative 
and  odd  as  ever.     He  still  presented  hin.self  ahead  of  time 

and  labored  with  the  unnecessary,  absorbed  ardor  of  an  en 
thusiast,  greatly  to  the  distaste  of  those  less  zealous. 

i ha  gets  into  it  as  if  tha  war  Hnin  r,„  ,i, ,  ..  ...:. 

thfca        u  tj  .,     ,  '    --■ijjtn,    aiiiU  one  of 

hese.       "Happen "-feeling   the   scarcasm   a  strong   one- 
happen  tha'rt  fond  on  it  ?  " 
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"  Oh  yes,"— unconsciously— "  that's  it,  I  suppose.  I'm  fond 
of  it." 

The  scoffer  bestowed  upon  him  one  thunderstruck  glance, 
opened  his  mouth,  shut  it,  and  retired  in  disgust. 

"Theer's  a  chap,"  he  said,  jerking  his  thumb  over  his 
shoulder,  on  returning  to  his  companions,  *'  theer's  a  chap  as 
says  he's  fond  o'  work-fond  on  it !  "  with  dramatic  scorn. 
"  Blast  his  eyes  !     Fond  on  it !  " 

With  Floxham  he  had  always  stood  well,  though  even  Flox- 
ham's  regard  was  tempered  with  a  slight  private  contempt  for 
peculiarities  not  easily  tolerated  by  the  practical  mind. 

"  Th'  chap's  getten  gumption  enow,  i'  his  way,"  he  said  to 
Haworth.  "  If  owt  breaks  ^lown  or  gets  out  o'  gear,  he's  aw 
theer  ;  but  theer  is  na  a  lad  on  th'  place  as  could  na  cheat  him 
out  o'  his  eye-teeth." 

His  reputation  for  being  a  "  queer  chap  "  was  greatly  in 
creased  by  the  simplicity  and  seclusion  of  his  life.  The  house 
in  which  he  lived  with  his  mother  had  the  atmosphere  of  a 
monastic  cell.  As  she  had  devoted  herself  to  her  husband, 
the  woman  devoted  herself  to  her  son,  watching  him  with  a 
hungry  eye.  He  was  given  to  taking  long  stretches  of  walks, 
and  appearing  in  distant  villages,  book  in  hand,  and  with 
apparently  no  ulterior  object  in  view.  His  holidays  were 
nearly  all  spent  out-of-doors  in  such  rambles  as  these.  The 
country  people  began  to  know  his  tall  figure  and  long  stride, 
and  to  regard  him  with  the  friendly  toleration  of  strength  for 
weakness. 

"  they  say  i'  Broxton,"  it  was  said  among  them,  "  as  his 
feyther  deed  daft,  and  it's  no  wonder  th'  young  chap's  geeten 
queer  ways.  He's  good-natured  enow,  though  i'  a  simple 
road." 

His  good-nature  manifested  itself  in  more  than  one  way 
which  called  for  comment.  To  his  early  friendship  for  Janey 
he  remamed  faithful.  The  child  interested  him,  and  the  senti- 
ment developed  as  it  grew  older. 
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It  was  quite  natural  that,  after  a  few  months  acqnaintance 
he  should  drop  in  at  the  household  of  her  parents  on  Saturday 
afternoon,  as  he  was  passing.  It  was  the  week's  half-holiday 
and  a  fine  day,  and  he  had  nothing  else  to  do.  These  facts 
m  connection  with  that  of  the  Briarley's  cottage  presenting 
itself,  were  reasons  enough  for  going  in. 

It  occurred  to  him,  as  he  entered  the  narrow  strip  of  garden 
before  the  door,  that  the  children  of  the  neighborhood  must 
have  congregated  to  hold  high  carnival.  Groups  made  dirt 
pies;  clusters  played  -  bobber  and  kibbs;"  select  parties  set- 
tied  differences  of  opinions  with  warmth  of  feeling  and  elevation 
of  voice;  a  youth  of  tender  years,  in  corduroys  which  shone 
with  friction,  stood  upon  his  head  in  one  corner,  calmly  but 
not  haughtily  presenting  to  the  blue  vault  of  heaven  a  pair  of 
ponderous,  brass-finished  clogs. 

"What  dost  want?"   he  demanded,  without  altering   his 
position.     "  Th'  missis  isn't  in." 

"  I'm  going  to  see  Janey,"  explained  Murdoch. 
^^  He  found  the  little  kitchen  shining  with  the  Saturday 
cleaning  up."  The  flagged  floor  as  glaringly  spotless  as  pipe- 
clay and  sandstone  could  make  it,  the  brass  oven-handles  and 
tin  pans  in  a  condition  to  put  an  intruder  out  of  countenance, 
the  fire  replenished,  and  Janey  sitting  on  a  stool  on  the  hearth 
envdoped  m  an  apron  of  her  mother's,  and  reading  laboriously 

"  ^^  •  d^-^r  me  ! "  she  exclaimed.  -  It's  yo'-an'  I  am  na 
fit  to  be  seen.  I  wur  settin'  down  to  rest  a  bit.  I've  been 
doin  th'  cleanin'  aw  day,  an'  I  wur  real  done  fur." 

"Never  mind  that,"  said  Murdoch.  "That's  all  right 
enough.  ^ 

He  cast  about  him  for  a  safe  position  to  take-one  in  which 
he  could  stretch  his  legs  and  avoiding  damaging  the  embarrass- 
ing purity  of  the  floor.  Finally  he  settled  upon  a  small  print- 
covered  sofa  and  balanced  himself  carefully  upon  its  extreme 
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:'':2lot  '"■'  "'  "'  ''"'''  --'"-n-^'-S  J-ey's  civil 

"  Dunnot  yo'  moind  th'  floor,"  she  said.     "  Yo'  needn't, 
oet  yo  down  comfortable." 

rhl?'''./'n''"  "'=''"'"  ""'""'"^  MurdocI,,  will,  caln,  good 
rerdTng?"  "  """''"''^"^'^  ™°"Sl'-     Whafs  that  you  are 

Janey  settled  down   upon  her  stool  with  a  sigh  at  once 
sigmficant   of  relief  and  a  readiness  to  indulge  in  friendly 

coniidence.  ^ 

"It's  a  book  I  geetin  fro'  th'  Broxton  Chapel  Sunday  Skoo'. 

Its  tlie  Mem-me-nio-i-r-s " 

"  Memoirs,"  responded  Murdoch. 

"  Mcmoyers  of  Mary  Anne  Gibbs." 

Unfortunately  her  visitor  was  not  thoroughly  posted  on  the 

mentally,  but  with  small  success. 

he  alrited'ar""  '" ''"' ''""^  °'  "  ^''°"''" '''''  "'^ ™"'='"»'°» 

'•  Hannot  yo'?    Well  it's  a  noice  book,  an'  theer's  lots  more 

.ke  .t  ,n  the  skoo   libery-aw  about  Sund.ay  skoo'  scholars  as 

has  consunrptton  an'  th'  loike  an'  reads   th'  boible  to  foak  an' 

dees,      rhey  aw  on  'em  dee." 

'' Oh  "  doubtfully,  but  still  with  respect.     "It's   not   very 
cheerful,  is  it  ?  "  ^ 

Janey   shook    her    head    with    an    expression    of   mutual 
resignation.  "iutuai 

"  ^'J  "«^ '  they're  none  on  'em  cheerful-but  they're  noice 
o  read,      fh.s  here  un  now-she  had  th'  asthma  an'  sumna 
wrong  .,  her  egs,  an'  she  knowed  aw  the  boible  through  aside 
o    th  hymn  bhok,  an  she'd  sing  aw  th'  toime  when  she  could 

do  ll  Z^:,^'^  f'^^'^-'  -'  t^"  ^oak  as  if  they  did  na  go  an 
do  kewise  they'd  go  to  burnin'hell  wheer  th'  fire  is  na  .uenched 
an  th  worms  dveth  not." 

"It  can't  be  very  pleasant  for  the  friends,"  was  her  com- 
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mnnner  He  was  balancmg  himself  seriously  „„  ,hc  edge  of 
the  hard  httle  sofa  and  regarding  her  with  a  speculative 
interest.  *      "'ativt 

"  Where's  your  mother  ?  "  he  asked  next 

"  Hoo's  gone  to  th'  chapel,"  was  the  answer.  -  Theer's  a 
mothers  meetin'  in  th'  vestry,  an'  hoo's  gone  theer  an'  tokken 
thj.abby  w,  ner.     Th'  rest  o'  th'  childer  is  playin'  out  at  th' 

He  glanced  out  of  the  door. 

•■  Those-those  are  not  all  yours  ?  ■  he  said,  thunderstruck. 

is  .,^r;  *;  "'""""'■  ^^  ■  "  *'"''"S  ^  l°"8  l^'-^^'h,  "  but 
..sna  there  a  lot  on  'em?  Theer's  eleven  an'  I've  nursed  'em 
nigh  ivvery  one."  "ur.'^ca  em 

He  turned  toward  the  door  again 

'•  YcnZTr"  1°  ^J  '  ^''"  ""'"^  °'  "'^'"•"  he  remarked. 
Vou  must  have  had  a  great  deal  to  do." 

Th"  ^^V  ''^'      u  "'  "''^"^  """>■  ^  ""'^  ''d  been  a  rich  lady 
Theer'sjhat  daughter  o'  Ffrench's  now.     Eh  !  I'd  like  to  ha> 

"I  have  never  heard  of  her,  before,"  he  answered.     "  Who 
IS  she,  and  why  do  you  choose  her  ?  " 

"  Cos  she's  so  hansum.  She's  that  theer  grand  she  looks 
iotke  she  thowt  .we.,  body  else  wur  dirt.  IVe  seen  women 
as  wur  bigger,  an'  wore  more  cloas  at  onct,  but  I  niv^er  ,"ed 
none  as  grand  as  she  is.  I  nivver  seed  her  but  onct  Shi 
coom  her-  wi'  her  feyther  fur  two  week'  afore  he  In  '  fu'  t 
parts,  an'  she  wur  caught  i'  tb'  rain  one  day  an'  stopped  ^nhe  " 
a  b...  She  dropped  her  hankcher  an'  mother's  ie«en  t  yet 
It  s  mgh  aw  lace.     Would  yo'  loike  to  see  it  ?  "  hospitably.' 

Yes,    feelmghts  lack  of  enthusiasm  something  of  a  fault 
I— dare  say  I  should."  ^  "• 

nnf  T  .*^  f '"'"  °^  "  ''"""  "''''=''  '!>«  "P^'^d  with  a  vigor- 
ous effort  and  some  skill  in  retaining  her  balance,  she  produced 
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something  pinned  up  in  a  fragment  of  old  linen.     This  she 
bore  to  her  guest  and  unpinning  it,  displayed  the  handkerchief 
i  ha  can  tak'  ,t  ui  thy  hond  an'  smell  it,"  she  said  graciously 
Its  get  ten  scent  on  it."  ^ 

Murdoch  took  it  in  his  hand,  scarcely  knowing  what  else  to 
do.      Me  knew  nothing  of  won.en  and  their  Hnery      He,  re 
garded  the  fragrant  bit  of  lace  and  cambric:  seriously,'  and  read 
n  o..e  cc>rner  t  e  name  '<  Kachcl  |.-nench,"  written  m  delicl^e 
itfters.      1  hen  he  returned  it  to  Janey. 
"  Thank  you,"  he  said,  "It  is  very  nice  " 
Janey  bore  it  back  perhaps  with   some  slight  inward  mis- 
givmgs  as   to   the  warmth  of  its  reception,  but  also  with  a 
tempermg  recollection  of  the  ways  of  -  men-foak."     When  she 
came  back  to  her  stool,  she  changed  the  subject 

"We've  bin  havin'  trouble  lately,"  she  .said.      -  Kh  i  but  I've 
seed  a  lot  o'  trouble  i'  my  day."  ' 

'•■  What  is  the  trouble  now  ?  "  Murdoch  asked 
;  Feyther     It's  alius  him.     He's  getten  in  wi'  a  bad  lot  an' 
hes  drmkm  agen.     Seems  loike  neyther  mother  nor  me  can 
keep  him  straight  fur  aw  we  told  him  Haworth'll  turn  him  off 
Haworth's  not  goin'  to  stand  his  drink  an'  th'  lot  he  goes  wi'" 
I  would  na  stand  it  mysen." 
"  What  lot  does  he  go  with  ?  " 

"  Eh  !  -'impatiently,  -  a  lot  o'  foo's  as  stand  round  th' ;  .ublics 
an  grumbles  at  th'  mesters  an'  th'  wages  they  get.  An'  feyther's 
one  o  these  soft  uns  as  believes  aw  they  hears  an'  has  na  getten 
gumption  to  think  for  hissen.  I've  looked  after  him  ivver  sin' 
I  wur  three." 

m  full  flow  when  her  mother  entered  returning  from  the  chapel, 
with  a  fagged  face,  and  a  large  baby  on  her  hip 

"  Here,  tak' him,  Jane  Ann,"  she  said;    'but  tak'  off  thy 
apron  furst,  or  tha'lt  tumble  ower  it  an'  dirty  his  clean   bishoo 
VI  ui  mucK  tna  s  getten  on  it.     Eh  !  I  am  tired.     Who's  thi; 
here  ?     signifying  Murdoch . 
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Its  Mester  Murdoch,"  said  Janey,  dropping  the  apron  and 
taking  the  child,  who  made  her  look  top-heavy.  "Sit  thee 
down,  mother.  Vo'  needn't  moind  him.  He's  a  workin'  mon 
hissen." 

When  Murdoch  took  hi.s  departure,  both   accompanied   him 
to  the  door. 

"Coom  in  sometime  when  th'  mester's  here,'  said  Mrs 
linarley.  -  Happen  yo'  could  keep  him  in  a  neet  an'  that  ud 
be  summat." 

Half  way  up  the  lane  he  met  Haworth  in  his  gig,  which  he 
stopped. 

''  Wheer  hast  tha  been  f  "  he  asked,  dropping  into  dialect, 
as  he  was  prone  to  do. 

"To  Briarley's  cottage,  talking  to  the  little  ^-irl  " 

Haworth  stared  at  him  a  moment,  and  then  burst  into  a 
laugh. 

"  Tha'rt  a  queer  chap,"  he  said.  ^'  I  can  no  more  than  half 
make  thee  out.  If  thy  head  was  not  so  level,  I  should  think 
tha  wert  a  bit  soft." 

"  I  don't  see  why,"  answered  Murdoch,  undisturbed  "  The 
ch.ld  mterests  me.  lam  not  a  Lancashire  man,  remember, 
and  she  is  a  new  species," 

"Get  in,"  said  Haworth,  making  room  for  him  on  the  seat 
Murdoch  got  in,  and  as  they  drove  on  it  occurred  to  him  io 
ask  a  question. 

"  Who's  Ffrench  ?  " 

"  Ffrench  ?  "  said  Haworth.  -  Oh,  Ffrench  is  one  o'  th'  nobs 
here.  He  s  a  chap  with  a  fancy  for  being  a  gentleman-manu- 
facturer. He  s  spent  his  brass  on  his  notions,  until  he  has  been 
obliged  to  draw  m  his  horns  a  bit.  He's  never  lived  much  in 
Broxton,  though  he's  got  a  pretty  big  style  here.  The 
Continents  the  place  for  him,  but  he'll  turn  up  here  a^ain 
some    aay    when    he's   hard   up   enow.      There's   his  place 

And  as  he  spoke  they  drove  sharply  by  a  house  standing 
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CHAI'TUR  VII. 
•niK  "who'd  iia'  tfiowt  it?" 

her  neighbors,  ,n  speaking  of  her  visitor  -« ;.'.  ,1,' 
nn.  .;  .i;;  worM  as  he  sh,!„M  be  a  TS  „,„r  U,     X 
owt  he'd  h.V  wanted  to  got  behind  th' center  i'  a  d  aper^ 
hop  or  su,n„,at  genteel.     HeVI  be  a  welMookin'  young  Tin, 

does  na  thmk  enow  o  h.ssen.  He'll  coom  to  our  house  in' 
s  down  an'  hsten  to  our  Janey  talkin',  an'  tell  her  th^s  ou" 
o  books,  as  s.mple  as  i(  he  thowt  it  wur  nowt  but  wim  „„„ 
chap  could  do.  Theer's  where  he's  a  bit  lift  He  In  ' 
nowt  o'  settin'  hissen  up."  ^  ''"°"' 

From  Mrs.  Briarley  Murdoch  heard  numberless  stories  nf 
Haworth  presenting  hin,  in  a  somewhat  startling  ll^hr'  "' 
Eh^  but  hes  a  r.are  un,  is  Haworth,"  said  the  good  woman 
He  does  na  care  fur  mon  nor  devil.     The  cirrvin's  ZvT 
has  up  at  ,h'  big  house  un  mak'  a  decent    od/   h    r  stand  1' 
eend.     Afore  he  built  th'  house,  he  used  to^o  ,„  r  , 

Manchester  fur  his  sprees,  but  he  1  a    em  he':      wTn'I''' 
drmk  an'  riotin'  an'  fine,,,  an'  foak  as  owt  toTe  silt  o'  h    r' 

:wreg::'^"'"^"^^-"'°"-^^  -  *>-  il^: 

But  for  one  reason  or  another  the  house  was  quiet  enough 
for  the  first  s,x  months  of  Murdoch's  aequaintan  e  U  t 
master.     Haworth  gave  himself  up  to  the  management  of  the 

po.v.  „.u  ..ot  oeen  ,„  h,s  own  hands.     He  kept  his  eye  on 
h.s  own  tnterests  sharply.    The  most  conHrmed  shirkers  on  th" 
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place  found  themsclvos  obliged  to  fall  to  work,  however  reluc- 
antly.     H,s  bold  strokes  of  business  enterpris    began    „g"e 
.m   w.de-   reputation.     In   the  lapse  of  its  first   half  /eT 
Haworth's  "  gained  for  itself  a  name. 
At  the  end  of  this  time,  Murdoch  arrived  at  the  Works  one 
mornmg  to  find  a  general  tone  of  conviviality  reigning'      A 
dev,l-may-care  a,r  showed  itself  among  all  the  graceless     There 
was  a    ,nt  of  demoralization  in  the  very  atmosphere! 

Where  s  JIaworth  ?"  he  asked  Kloxham,  who  did  not  seem 
to  share  the  general  hilarity.     "  I've  not  seen  him  " 

vei'a'fi;"  T  I'n,'  '?'"'"■'  ™""'  ""'"  "'^  ""'  "-  »"  h™ 
yet  a  o,t.     A  lot  o  foo's  eoom  fro'  Lunnon  last  neet.     He's 

th";:: :J:::;"'''-  ""■  ^  """^^ ''°-"'  -^^vn  ha>  on  it  afo,: 

The  next  morning  Haworlh  dashed  down  to  the  Works  early 

m  lus  g,g,  and  spent  a  short  time  in  his  room.     Before  hc-'eft 

he  wen.  to  the  engine-room,  and  spoke  to  Murdoch  ' 

Is  there  aught  you  want  from  the  house-aught  in  the  wav 

"  No,"  Murdoch  answered 
or  3''""'"  "'  "'""""•     "  ^'^"  ''^^P  -^^'  '^'^'  f-  <■  day 

During  the  "day  or  two,"  Broxton  existed  in  a  state  of  fer- 
ment    Gradually  an  a,r  of  disreputable  festivity  be.an  to  man 
fest  ttself  among  all  those  whose  virtue  was  assailaWe     There 
were  open  "sprees"  among  these,  and  their  wtves  with  the 
mevttable  baby  in  their  arms,  stood  upon  their   dot' tp 

^^"ssrs^rbr;!^"^^;-^^ 

,.„dl  '!lMf  "'    ^  "°'"  ""'"  """"h  is  ,0  ha'  men 
Havmg  occasion  to  go  out   la.e   one  evening,   Murdoch 
c 
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1     .  *i  •  .  ^°'"  •     ^  nannot  seed  h  ni  shi'    iv- 

"  I'll  go  with  you,"  said  Murdoch 

He  went  with  l,er,  n.aking  the  round  of  half  the  „rl>lir 
houses  ,n  the  village,  finally  ending  at  a  Jovial  Itl,  is        u 

^ZZnl'-  """^"^"'  "■'""""  '"^^  »"""«'•"-  ■""-' "  who:;! 

There  was  a  sound  of  argument  accompanied  by  a  fiddle 
and  an  odor  o.  beer  sup|.len,e„ted  by  tobaeco.  Janey  push  d 
op™  the  door  and  nrade  her  way  in,  followed  ly  TeHo;' 

An  uneleanly,  loud-voiced  fellow  stood  unsteadily  atatnbie 
flounsh.ng  a  clay  pipe  and  making  a  speech  ' 

"Ih'workin-mon,"  he  said.  "There's  too  much  talk  „• 
th  >,orkin  mon.     Is  na  it  bad  enow  to  ie  a  w^rt; 

wfou.  havin'  th'  gentry  remindin'  yo'  ol  it  ft;,    e      "  ndT' 
vear  eenH  ?     7  ..'^  i.o' i        •  /      v^"  u  no   year  eend  to 

«n  ry      Le's  hV  n  '""'"'""'  '"'  """'  P»-™^'=  f^"'  th' 

fn^h^'v,             ,        '  '''"'■^"'  ^"  '-"hyneums,  an'  more  wage- 
an  noliaavs — an nn'  i-.^^-      t    >    .  '"jic  wdgt — 

.n'T'  ?•  ,  Le's /;v-gress-tha's  wha' I  sav 

—an  I'm  a  workin'  njon."  ^ 

"Ee-er!     Ee-er !"  cried  the  chorus.     ''Ee-erl» 

In  the  midst  of  the  pause  following  these  acrl.m..; 

was,  fel.  called  upon  to  express  I  approba tr,         "'""  '" 

a,;^:2hed  r,  '-  '''-"  '-    ^   --^-^'e    length   and 

"Tha'r.  here?"    she   said.     "I   knowed   tha   would    be. 
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Thalt  worru  th'  loife  out  on  us  afore  Iha'rt  done.     Coom  „„ 
home  w,-  „,e  afure  ,ha'.sc  spent  ivvcry  ha'penny  we've  /o°tcn' 

Its  zChaney,'  he    said,    "it's   Zhaney,      n„„.  im,,,,    1. 
mee.,n    Zhaney.     ri,  he  hon,e  dreckly/  Mus'  na      Z,    h' 
worktn   „,on.     He's    th'    backbone  V  sinoo   o'  th'   e  un,  y 
J  '     ha  a  sup  more  beer."  """iry. 

Murdoch  bent  over  and  touched  his  shoulder 
"  You  had  better  come  home,"  he  said 
The  man  looked  round  at  him  blankly,' but  the  next  moment 
an  exaggerated  express^n  of  enhghtenL-nt  showed  iriTo" 

"Iss  th'  'Merican,"  he  said.     "  Iss  Murdnrh  "     a«^  .i 
with    sudden    bibulous    delight  •    .'  .  7"^^-       ^"^  ^hen, 
'Merica."  ^     "       ^'     "'    ''^    '''^^^'^h    'bout 

In  a  rnoment  there  was  a  clamor  all  over  the  room  Th. 
last  words  had  been  spoken  loudly  enough  to  b  heard  and  h! 
.ea  r>resented  itse.  to  the  members   '.  the  as^bi;"!^^: 

has  his  dues."  "'  '^^°""  ""on 

Murdoch  turned  about  and  faced  the  company. 

speec^iai  rn::r..her.d'°  ^t:  ""^'i- '  ^■"  ^ 

about  America,  and  T I  ha'd  ^^  J^;;  ::^'ru  Z 

z  bt: ^e-r ::  ;:",^hrfhat^" '-'  '^"-  --- 

facdor  Th  "  °"'f  "  "'"  '^'"™°^'  "''^  ''™«  °"^  of  dissatis 
taction.     The  speech-maker  with  the  lone  clav  ul,„       °'f  ^"5" 

the  leader,  expressed  himself  with  heat  fndTcom    ^  "''""' 
do  wfur  "hT:';?-''!.  '^::}^  ?"^'-     -  He-.-  ha.  nowt  to 

m  gentry  koind  to-day  than  Haworth.     Haworth  ^o.s 
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take  a  decent  spree  now  an'  then  ;  but  this  heer  un  _ 
him  to  tak  a  glass  o'  beer  an'  see  what  he'll  say  " 

Disgust  was  written  upon  every  countenance,  but  no  one 
proffered  the  hospitality  n.entioned.  Mr.  Briarl  y  nd  ruien 
asleep  again,  nu.nnuring  suggestively,  •'Aye,  le's  h  :     l^^a 

M  r'-'     ''  ^'  '''^'^^-  ^'"-^  -'  ^'y  ^--^  c 

With  her  companion's  assistance,  Janev  uot  him  nut    f  ,u 
place  and  led  hini  home.  ^  °"'  "^  ^^^' 

"  Hnaf  th'  rent's  gone,"  she  said,  when  she  turned  out  his 
pockets,  as  he  sat  by  the  fi-  •.     -  a„'  wheer's  th'  Uur. 
to  coom  fro'  ?"  ^  '  ^^  ''"'>""  "i^^^T 

Mr.  Briarley  shook  his  head  mournfully 

thiZ> -^r'"'  '"'"'^'''  ''^'  ^''^•^-  "Aye,  i'deed.  Anoice 
thmg  It  ,s  fur  a  poor  chap  to  ha'  to  cut  off  his  beer  to  vivlr 
h.s  coffin  by  the  week,^wasting  good  brass   on   sul^t  he 

It,  ty  her      Its  bad  enow  to  ha'  to  get  into  th'  thing  at  th' 
end,  wi'out  ha'n.'  it  lugged  up  ac  th'  door  ivvery  Saturday  an' 
paym'  fur  th'  ornymentin'  on  it  be  inches." 


I 


CHAPTER   YUL 

MR.     FFRENCH. 

It  was^a  week  before  affairs  assumed  their  accustomed  aspect 
Not  that  the  works  had  been  neglected,  however  eII 
morn^g  Haworth  had  driven  down  elly  and  speTa  'ho!  n 
h^  office  and  about  the  place,  reading  letters,  issumg  orde" 
and  keepmg  a  keen  look-out  generally. 

"  I'll  have  no  spreeinghere  among  ^.«  chaps,"  he  announced 
"Spree  as  much  as  von   lit^  ..,u^^  .u,  ....,,     ,     ""ounced. 

J      ,  .  •' '  " '-   "5'^n  tu    wurKs  Gone    hnf 

don't  snri^^^    n   ,„„  f.-.v,«        T  -.1      ,  .  viwiic,  uut 


spree  in  ,uy  time.     Look  sharp  after  'em,  Kend 


you 


al. 


n 
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"  Well,  lad,"  he  said,  "  it's  over  " 

•'Ifs  lasted  a  pretty  long  tin.e,  hasn't  it?"  he  remarked 
Haworth  an.,rered  him  with  a  laugh.  '^■narked. 

"  Egad  !     you  ,ake  it  cool  enough,"  he  said. 
Suddenly  he  got  up  and  began  to  «alk  about,  his  air  a  n,ix. 

"  Why  don't  you  say  summat  ?"  he  demanded,  sardonictllv 
plucTerr '•     '""  """''  --"  -  -"  -  -"Vers 

-;'..""  a:;;L.:tfr^  ------"■'. ^ee 

The  man  stared  at  him  rpdHpninn,      tu       , 
and  flung  himself  into  U^'J^tT^^     ' ''"  "^  '^-"^  »"-' 
"No,"  he  answered.     "  By  George !  I  don't." 
They  discussed  the  matter  no  further.     It  seemed  to  ,H, 
pose  of  uself.     Their  acquaintance  went  on  in  t  e  ™d  „  v  b  t 
there  were  moment.,  afterwards  when  Murdoch  felt  Z' ^he 

rnrri^iiftrt"^  r  ""■«^'  '■^-^""- 

; •"•'"  '">•  Clean  siOe  to  you  " 

"When'i  ran  """  "f  "'  ^"""^  «"'  "'  "'^  ""'her. 
When  I  ran  away  from  the  poor-house,"  he  said,  "I  left 
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her  there.     She's  a  sofl-heartcl  Iwdy-a  r„o<1  one  .„„      a 
«oon  as  1  earned  my  f.r.st  nfteen  shilL'  a  we!     t  Iv!  h  ., 
house  „f  her  own-and  I  lived  hard  .„  do  it     she-  i'      ^  I 
lady  now,  though  she's  as  simj.ie  as  ever     She  Inl  u 

Of  .he  world  and  she  .nows  naught^r^etyo^d  ^te' 
sees  of  ,ne  when  I  go  down  to  the  little  country  placeTn  Ken! 
with  a  new  silk  gown  and  a  lace  cap  for  her  SI,..?  ' 
wear=  'em,  but  she's  as  fond  of  'L  as  if  , he  ^^Z"" 
Buckingham  Palace.  She  thinks  TJl  d  y^^nd:,;':: 
prayers  every  night  and  the  catechism  on  Sundays     Sh    1 

::::  T^::""' "- ' '  --  -^'p  *••  ^---'^  why  fkee^t" 

When  he  had  said  that  he  intended  to  make  "Haworth's" 

b  sh  e  H?  '  r  ""^  '  '"'''°"-  "'  ^P^"'  "oney  Lishlv 
fr^nt  !  ^.;.'''  "=""  ^'"  "™  «"'  but  ruled  them  w"Ih  an 
bnwZ  J'r"'  "^  fellow-manuf,cturers  who  le  less 
bold^and  also  less  keen-sighted,  regarded  him  with  no "maU 

"  He'll  have  trouble  yet,  that  Haworth  fellow  "  thev  s.lH 
But  "  Haworth's"  flourished  and  grew.     The  orltaal  wo\ 
were  added  to,  and  new  hands,  being  called    or  rckeJ^ 

my  out  as  a  sharp  business  investment  and  a  nnff^r 
rnir:;!^;^  "°"'  ---^—egardlng  the^C 

"  ™'-:r  trr^xrnir;::^-,^  -~ 

It  was  while  in  the  midst  of  this  work  that  he'received  a  let 
ter  from  Gerard  Ffrench,  who  was  still  abroad 

and  Zf  iire'dtrd:"  °"  '''  '''""'^'  '"-<'  ''■'"  -^*»K  " 

"  Here's  a  chap  as  wnnlH  Kp  fj,^  -t,„^  /•  „  , 

K»„  •  "^ '•"^  ^"^P  for  me, '  he  said   "if 

brass  were  iron— that  chap  Ffrench." 
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"What  does  he  want?"  Murdoch  asked. 

"  Naught  much,"  -rrimlv      «  m*>v. 
l.ick  hen.  nnri  T,"nM        ^*  ^"^  ""  ""^'°"  o^  coming 

l>ack  Ice,  and  he'd  like  to  go  into  partnership  with  me    That's 
what  he's  dr  v  n'  at      HoVJ    \i\,     !     u  *^'i" '"c    mats 

Ilawch."  ""  '"  •«•■  "  ""«"'••'■  '^"1'  J-^m 

"What  has  he  to  offer?" 

and  he  s  got  mfluence  as  well  as  practical  knowledge.     I'd  like 
to  have  a  bit  of  talk  with  him  " 
Suddenly  he  struck  his  f.st  on  the  table  before  him 
1  ve  got  a  name  that's  enow  for  me,"  he  said.     -  The  dav's 
o  come  yet  when  I  ask  any  chap  for  name  or  money  or  augh 
else,     Partner  be  damned  !     This  here's  '  Haworth's.' » 


CHAPTER  IX. 

"not  for  one   hour." 

Mhodathowf'  'and  were  loud  vokxd  and  frenuent  hut 
notwuhstanding       .,  frequency  and  noisiness  res  Sd  pri  c 
pally  m  a  disproportionate  consu.nption  of  beer  and  tobZ 
^nd  ■„  some  differences  of  opin.on,  decided  in  a  gentleman  y 
manner  with  the  assistance  of  "  backers"  and  a  ring  ^ 

Havmg  been  rescued  from  these  surroundings  by  Murdoch 
on  several  conv.vial  occasions,  Briarley  began  to  an.icina  eW^ 
appearance  w,th  resignation  if  not  cheerfulness,  and  to  ma  e 
preparations  accordingly. 

"I  mun   lay  a  sup  in   reel  at   th'  start,"  he  would   say 

Theer's  no  knovvm'  how  soon  he'll  turn  up  if  he  drops  inTo 

see  the  women,    Gi'  me  a  gla=,  afor-  •H--^  X        ..°^^1"  '" 

con  wait  a  bit. '  ''^'P''  ""''>'•    '^'hey 

"Why  does  tha  stand  it.  tha  foo7"  some  independent  spirit 
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nTir.:;i'- " "'"  "■'  -'-'  "■-'  '-^^  -■'-'"  •'  "-^  <>- 

But  Briarley  never  rebelled.     Resistance  was  net  his  forte 
If  .t  were  possible  to  become  comfortably  drunk  before  he  was 
sought  out  and  led  away  he  felt  it  a  matL  for  miW  seltoaTu 
lation,  but  he  bore  defeat  amiably.  ^ 

"Th-  missis  wants  me,"  he  would  ..ay  unsteadily  but  with 
beammg  countenance,  on  catching  sigh,  of  Murdoch  or  Janey 
Th  m>ss,s  has  sent  to  ax  me  to  go  an'-an'  set  wi'  her  a  bit 
1  n.un  go,  chaps.     A  man  munna  negleck  his  fam'ly  " 

In  response  to  Mrs.  Briarley's  ratings  and  Janey's  querulous 
appeals  ,t  was  hs  habit  to  shed  tears  copiously' an^d"!, 
touch  of  ostentation.  ' 

"I'm  a  poor  chap,  missus,"  he  would  say.  "I'm  a  poor 
chap.  Yo'  munnot  be  hard  on  me.  I  niwef  wur  good  enow 
fur  a  woman  lo.ke  yoursen.  I  should  na  wonder  ifl  had  to 
jom  th'  teetotals  after  aw.  Tha  knows  it  alius  rains  o' Wh  t" 
Saturday,  when  they  ha'  their  walk,  an'  that  theer  looks  as  f 
th  Almoighty  wur  on  th'  teetotal  soide.  It's  noan  loike  he'd 
go  to  so  mich  trouble  if  he  wur  na." 
At  such  crises  as  these  "th'  women  foak,"  as  he  called  his 

i:i:;"toSi.'""'''''"'~' ™"-'-- ^- ■"- 

"  If  it  wur  na  fur  th'  bit  o'  comfort  I  get  theer  "  said  th» 
poor  woman  "  I  should  na  know  whether  fwur  standi  ^n  m 
head  or  my  hee ls-be.wixt  him,  an'  th'  work,  an'  th'  childer."' 
Happen  yed  loike  to  go  wi'  us,"  said  Janey  to  Murdoch 
one  day.     "Yo'U  be  sure  to  hear  a  good  sermont."  ' 

Murdoch  went  with  them,  and  sat  in  a  corner  of  their  free 

seat-a  hard  seat,  w,th  a  straight  and  unrelenting  back.     But 

he  was  not  prevented  bv  the  sent  frnm  i,.,,,     •  .  , 

even  absorbed  by  the  doctrine      ^^,,  h  ^  "I     """  ™'' 
cu  uy  me  aoctnne.     He  had  an  absent-mindeH 

Kdtft  v'""™","?'""^'  ""'*  *•=  --notional tenorofht 
life  had  left  him  singularly  imoartial.     H^  a;a  „„.  <:..,>..  .  _  . . 

.hat  the  sermon  was  good,  bad,  or  indiffe're";,  ruVh'e^nZ": 
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it  and  fts  probable  effects  deeply,  and  with  no  little  curiosity 

shoulde        It  displayed  a  florid  heaven  and  a  burning  hell 
It  was  literal,  and  well  garnished  with  telling  and  scrLurli 

xrn;  j^rz  ^^  -v-"  =' 

and  listened  devoutly.    Ja„ey  sat  respectable  and   rigorm's 
her,  her  bonnet  slipping  backward  at  intervals  and  reouirin^ 

The  mght  was  very  quiet  when  they  came  out  into  the  open 

ruftrrr;SiSraiftr-"— -- 
Hal  rr.^Ltx  cXr- ^  ^^"  -^^  -  j-- 

bi;h:ad:':ne'upr'    "■°"'— ''•     Hasthaget.ena 

She  was  somewhat  disappointed  to  find  there  was  none  and 
that  nothing  but  the  sod  covered  the  long  mound  Z'    I 

appeared  ,0  comprehend  the  state  of  a  J?at  once 

I  spose  tha'lt  ha-  one  after  a  bit,"  she  said,  "when  tha'rt 
not^so  short   as   tha  art   now.      Ivverybody-s'  short  "  'th:;: 

heflr""  |:'^f '"P""  "'«  »">"«  coping  of  the  next  grave 
her  elbow  on  her  knee,  a  small,  weird  figure  in  the  uncS 

tivlv  "  "Vh  "  '""'"  '  ^'^  head-stone,"  she  remarked,  reflec- 
ts on  i  ."Tiir  ™;:' r«  ^^?-  =•  ^'^  "^ite  u„  ;,ul 


letters  on  it.     I  bike  a  white  .m  th'  w.  ..^ , 

deep,  an  th  name  big,  an'  a  bit  o'  poitry  at  th'  eend .- 


nr>'   L_>   il->    ;     .  . 
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'  Stranger,  a  moment  linger  near, 
An  hark  to  th'  one  as  moulders  here  ; 
Thy  bones,  loike  mine,  shall  rot  i'  th'  ground, 
Until  th  last  awful  trumpet's  souud  ; 
Thy  flesh,  loike  mine,  fa'  to  decay, 
For  mon  is  made  to  pass  away. ' 

Summat  loike  that.     But  yo'  see  it  ud  be  loike  to  cost  so  much. 
What  vvi  th  stone  an'  paint  an'  cuttin',  I  should  na  wonder  if 

Jh'Tuneral  "  '°''"'  '°  ''''  ""'"""'  ""'  '""^  P^""^'"^"'  ^hen  theer's 
She   ended   with  a  sigh,  and  sank  for  a  moment  into  a 

depressed  reverie,  but  in  the  course  of  a  few  moments  she 

roused  herself  again. 

"  Tell  me  summat  about  thy  feyther,"  she  demanded 
Murdoch  bent  down  and  plucked  a  blade  of  grass  with  a 

rather  uncertain  grasp. 

"  There  isn't  much  to  tell,"  he  answered.     «  He  was  unfor- 
tunate, and  had  a  hard  life— and  died." 

Janey  looked  at  his  lowered  face  with  a  sharp,  unchildish 
twmkle  m  her  eye. 

"  Would  tha  moind  me  axin  thee  summat  ?  "  she  said 
«  No." 

But  she  hesitated  a  little  before  she  put  the  question 

"  J«;t--w.f  ^t  true~as  he  wur  na  aw  theer-as  he  wur  a  bit 
—a  bit  soft  i'  th'  yed  ?  " 

"  No,  that  is  not  true." 

;;  I'm  glad  it  is  na,"  she  responded.     "  Art  tha  loike  him  ?  " 
I  don't  know." 

"  I  hope  tha  art  na,  if  he  did  na  ha'  luck.  Theer's  a  great 
deal  I'  luck  "  Then,  with  a  quick  change  of  subject,-"  How 
did  tha  loike  th'sermont?" 

"  ^  f.^  "«t  ,«"^e/'  he  answered,  "  that  I  know  that  either, 
ilow  did  you  like  it  yourself?" 

a/'.^^C^'^'' """  ^'' °^ ^^^^'^y  ^PP^°^^^'  "it  wur  a  good  un 
Th  "V"""  f  "^gi'^^  "«  a  good  un.     He  owts  wi'  what  he's 
getten  to  say.     1  loike  a  preacher  as  owts  wi'  it  " 
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A  few  moments  later,  when  they  rose  to  go  home,  her  mind 
seemed  suddenly  to  revert  to  a  former  train  of  thought. 

"  Wur  theer  money  i'  that  thing  thy  feyther  wur  tryin'  at?  " 
she  asked. 

"  Not  for  him,  it  seemed." 

"  Ay ;  but  theer  mought  be  fur  thee.  Tha  mayst  ha'  more 
m  thee  than  he  had,  an'  mought  mak'  summat  on  it.  I'd  nivver 
let  owt  go  as  had  money  i'  it.  Tha'dst  make  a  better  rich  mon 
than  Haworth." 

After  leaving  her  Murdoch  did  not  go  home.  He  turned 
his  back  upon  the  village  again  and  walked  rapidly  away  from 
It,  out  on  the  country  road  and  across  field  paths,  and  did  not 
turn  until  he  was  miles  from.  Broxton. 

Of  late  he  had  been  more  than  usually  abstracted.  He  had 
been  restless,  and  at  times  nervously  unstrun-.  He  had  slept 
ill,  and  spent  his  days  in  a  half-conscious  mood.  More  than 
once,  as  they  worked  together,  Floxham  had  spoken  to  him 
amazed. 

"What's  up  wi'  thee,  lad?"  he  had  said.  "Art  dazed,  or 
has  tha  takken  a  turn  an'  been  on  a  spree  ?  " 

One  night,  when  they  were  together,  Haworth  had  picked  up 
from  the  floor  a  rough  but  intricate-looking  drawing,  and,  on 
handing  it  to  him,  had  been  bewildered  by  his  sudden  change 
of  expression.  ^ 

"  Is  it  aught  of  yours  ?  "  he  had  asked. 

"Yes,"  the  young  fellow  had  answered;  "it's  mine." 

But,  instead  of  replacing  it  in  his  pocket,  he  had  torn  it 
slowly  into  strips,  and  thrown  it,  piece  by  piece,  into  the  fire 
watching  it  as  it  burned.  * 

It  was  not  Janey's  eminently  practical  observations  which 
had  stirred  him  to-night.  He  had  been  drifting  toward  this 
feverish  crisis  of  feeling  for  months,  and  had  contested  its 
-,',•■  o......  ■..tu  u>-  .nch.  Tuere  were  hours  when  he  was  over- 
powered by  the  force  of  what  he  battled  against,  and  this  was 
one  of  them. 
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hxd  seen  up„„  her  face  all  his  life  hu  it  eff  T  "  '"'"'  ^' 
nad  never  lessened  from  .he  day  h'e  hnVf  .  """"  '''""''' 
a  child.  "^  "*  """^  <■■■«'  fecognized  it,  as 

>a.«  .hi'  nis.""" '''"'"'  ™"  ^°^  -'"  "e  -id. .. ,.  i, 

"I  am  not  tired,"  she  answered. 

She  had  aged  a  li.tlc  since  her  hushnnrf.    >     . 
"■se  she  had  not  changed      Shi  ll\  .      '  ''"''"''  ■""  "'her. 
she  had  ;oofced  at  his  Lher  11  ch^,f  ?  "'  ""^  ■«"  i"='  as 

::  Are  3.0U  going  .0  bed"'  shl Tsked'^'  ""  ''''"'  ""^■ 

He  wLTo.S7o  "hr'^'"  "^  '^P"^''-    ^-  "e  did  not  sa,  .hat 

-m^  't:::ri::t  tr  ''"r^'^'  ^--^  -« -  ^.s 

'He  trunk  containing^h'       lotn^rod  ^'■"'^  "'  ''^'"'''  ^-^ 

For  a  short  time  after  en.eriL  ?^  "  °"^  ™™«f  °f  "■ 

restlessly  and  irregullr     w' "'''""'u '"  P^'^^''  'He  floor 

sometimesslowlyjoncettwtrt       '   ''"  ""'^^"^  1"'^'"y, 

backward.  ^  '^  '"  *^^  ^^^^  Aung  the  trunk-lid 

There  was  or'y  one  thin*  he. 

'<>  «"d  i=.  I.  l4  buried  !..heb"'f  "'  "^  ''"^''  ""ere 
garments,  which  gave  forth  »  f,,  .  i'  ""''"  'He  unused 
'Hem.  When  he  rllel^m  htT  "7  ""^  ^=  He  moved 
casein  his  hand.  ILThad  cT^"  '"'  '"^  *°°<i-" 
opened  it,  and  the  mode  s.;od  »  ir  "  '°  ""^  '^"e  and 
-<i  stared  at  it  with  aturslTo^r: tl-;™'  "^  ^  <'- 
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I  thought  I  had  seen  the  last  of  it,"  he  said;  "and  here 

Even  as  he  spoke  he  felt  his  Wood  warm  within  him,  .„d 
flush  h,s  cheek.  His  hand  trembled  as  he  pu,  it  for  h  "o 
touch  and  move  the  frame-wrk  before  him.  He  felt  a.  if  k 
were  a  ,v,n«  creature.  His  eye  kindled,  and  he  bent  fonvard. 
hercs  somethmg  to  be  done  yet,"  he  said.  ••  Ifs  „„,  a 
blunder,  I'll  swear!"  '»'«'(  a 

He  ™^.ho!  with  eagerness  and  excitement.  The  thing  had 
haunted  h,m  day  and  night  for  weeks.  He  had  .struggled  to 
shake  off  .ts  mfluence,  but  in  vain.  He  had  told'himseU 
hat  the  temp  at,on  to  go  back  to  i,  and  ponder  over  it  wa, 
the  working  of  a  morbid  taint  in  his  blood.  He  had  remem 
bered  the  curse  „  had  been,  and  had  tried  to  think  of  that 

het'itwl.""^'  '"""^  '^^^  '"  ^™  ='^--<'  ^H^i".-^- 
He  spent  an  hour  over  it,  and  in  the  end  his  passionate 
eagerness  had  rather  grown  than  diminished.     He  put  hi! 
hand  up  to  h,s  forehead  and  brushed  away  drops  of  moisture 
h>s  throat  was  dry,  and  h,s  eyes  were  strained.  ' 

There's  sornething  to  be  brought  out  of  it  yet,"  he  said 
as  he  had  sa,d  before.     "  I,  can  he  done,  I  swear !"  ' 

him  a'lZt  ft  ''"''''  ■'"  ''^  "P^  ''^f"^^  '•^  l-^-^d  behind 
He  h^H  ''"'/."^ ."^-^  "'^"^"'^  ejaculation,  half  uttered. 

eps    bu   he  knew  what  the  cry  meant  the  moment  he'heard 
1'     K  ,.  ^''°""  """^  ''"'  •>'«  ""'her  standing  on  the 

"e  te'       m'^  "^^  """  '"^"^'' '"  "^'  commission  0 
almos;  t  ""'^  "°'  '.''''=  f^"  ^  ^'•"P"  P="g  "'»  he  did.    He 
almost  »taggered  agamst  the  wall  and  did  not  utter  a  word. 
For  a  moment  they  looked  at  each  other  in  a  dead  silence 
t'ot  Td:"  '^^  ''-  °^'^^  »"'-  ^  --  -P^ct.    She  pl^d 
"It  has  come  back,"  she  said.     " I  knew  it  would  " 
Ihe  young  fellow  turned  and  looked  at  it  a  little  stupidly. 
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haunted  you  and  tem^^d  „ou      v"   "      'I ,""'  '""""  ''  '-■" 
It  is  in  your  blood  "  ""'''  ""'  '^"'«'™J  »• 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  the  truth  ?"  she  cried,  panting      "  /  /,.„ 
>ia>er  believed,  in  it  for  an  hour     „„,  f         1™""S-        /  have 
H«  ,„  ij      ,  itour~not  for  one  hour  I" 

He  could  only  stammer  out  a  few  halting  words. 

No,  you  did  not  know,"  she  answered  '•  H„,.  u  ,j 
you,  wheni  lived  my  whole  life  to  hid  it?  ;  ^  T^ 
stronger  than  you  thought      I  h.r.      1  J  "  '"""" 

have  borne  with  hin^f  h  .  ,7  "'"'  '"'"'  "  ^  'hould 
worse  thlnthTt      /^J         "*'"'  '''""  '"='™^d  °'  blind-or 

lCw'X''.reenrwl,rbe""H':'rL%''^''  k'""  ^■"'"«''- 
-nan  and  I  a  happy  Zan  ff  i.^  d  ,  k"'  '"'"  "  "^^P^^ 
there  it  is  again      I  tin  v!^.' '  "°'  '''""  '^"'  '^"''  ""d 

on  it!"  I 'ell  you,    passionately,  "there  is  a  curse 

ShtV^rsrot;,;  tf '  •■'^^'  "  "-  '^'-  "P-  - 
prepar'eTy::;?  ^"^  "  """'^ '"  '"^  ^'^^     "  '  "ave  tried  to 

itwLd:r;.::,vrsrnhT.^^  "•""^'^  -'"'™^ 

iijcic  ieenib  a  kind  r>f  vor..*.. :_  .-^  )> 
I..snotva.uy,"shesaid;<.itisworse.     It  is  what  has 
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grown  out  of  my  ,„i«ry  and  his.      I  tell  you   it  i,  in  your 

^^  A  flush  ro,e  to  hi«  face,  and  a  stubborn  look  settled  upon 

^^^^  _Perhap,  it  is,"  he  answered.     "  ,  have  told  myself  that. 

She  held  her  closed  hand  upon  her  heart,  as  if  to  crush 
down  Its  passronate  heavings. 

"  Begin  as  he  began."  she  cried,  "and  the  end  will  come 
to  you  as  ,t  came  to  him.     Give  it  up  now-now  ■  " 
"  Give  it  up  ! "  he  repeated  after  her 
f;ive  it  up,"  she  answered,  "  or  give  up  your  whole  life 
your  youth,  your  hope,-all  that  belongs  to  it  " 

She  held  out  her  hands  to  him  in  a  wild,  unconscously 
theatrical  gesture      The   whole  scene   had   been   theatrical 
hrough  , ts  very  .ncongruousness,  and    Murdoch    had   seen 
th,s  vaguely,  and  been  more  shaken  by  it  than  anything  else 

Before  she  knew  what  he  meant  to  do,  he  approached  the 
table,  and  replaced  the  model  in  ,ts  box,  the  touch  of  .nubto  n 
despera.ene.ss  on  h,m  yet.  He  carried  the  case  back  to  the 
trunk,  and  shut  it  once  more. 

Ifiiu'""'!  'f/.*'"'^-."  he  said;  "rn  promise  you  that 

see  t  e  ,"L        ■   ""'''  ""  ""•  ""^  "™^  *■"  --^  "h-  it  wdi 
see  the  light  again,  m  spite  of  us  both." 


CHAPTER  X. 

CHRISTIAN    .MLRDOCH. 

'I  little  lad  touched  hiin  upon  the  elbovr.  ^ 

,    .,^  ^a.u,     aiuicc,  .\ic5ier,— stop  a  bit  " 
He  was  out  of  breath,  as  i(  he  had  been  running,  and  he  held 
in  his  hand  a  slip  of  paper. 
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paper.  ^  """•    ""^  he  save  hini  the  slip  of 

Murdoch  opened  and  read  the  words  wriuen  upon  i,. 

"  you  are  Sfp^i.^..   nr.     ...  ' 


Come  with  the 


-ariytd  S;  ^t^'hTdT"''  ''"'-■  "'''''^'  «""™  '-g- 

"^!;  -  .«s  J;  H.t„^Ui:r^a^ra:r--=  ■•-  ^^^ 

H^c:rs!rrS------"».see  .„„... 

""■•o*,  „p.hi„  ,trJt  OS  ed  h  /^  r'  """'''"8  '"  "■= 
'^ughing  as  they  s.reamedlt  K  I '  ''""'''  ^'^""""K  ""d 
work.  ^         """^  P""  '"'"  ""rough  the  gates  to  their 

event  appeared  less  sUrtW  ,K         u''""'"'"^'  ""'°"°"   •'•"'' 
even  the  day  before      Th^  ""'^   "'""''   '"'^e   done 

'>^'>.  in   a   innlrprepaeVhrf  ""\"^'  '"^  P"^'  "'8'" 
happen.  P^pared  him  for  anything  which  might 

■'Who  sent  it?  "he  asked  of  the  boy. 
days,^andTelXt\i;.- ^^^^^^     She's  been  theer  three 

She's  promistmLlh^r^^lr?::^     ""'■"•"-"■' 
VVait  here  a  minute,"  said  Murdoch.   ' 

" -rrad  a't "'  "^f '  ^"'  "^"' '°  f'-hani. 
can  sp^'mertXl!!-:'^  ^  -y."  he  said.     .<  If  ,ou 
"  I'll  raak'  out,"  said  tlie  engineer. 

he  sa:  'i^s  ctje^tl'rr  "'  ""'  "  """^^^'"^  ^™  "'>- 
"  I'd  loike  to  mak'  th'  shillin',"  he  said 

^":^t:^^!^::^-   .««■  -  -hin^ng  ofwha. 

-in^hose  naL  -HVwrs-.lSTpot-Htrru;?^ 
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near  to  him  again  as  if  it  were  by  a  fate     "  If  vnn  nr«  c:.     u 
Murdoch's  son,"  had  moved  him  stroTgly        '         "  '''^''" 
I  heir  destmation  was  soon  reached.     Jt  was  a  hone.   • 

class  of  workmen  and  their  families.     A  week  before  h.T, 

seen  ,n  the  window  of  this  same  house  a  trX.rit    he 

^gend  ..  Lodgings  to  Let,"  and  now  it  was  goni  Tde» 

motherly  woman  opened  the  door  for  them,  ' 

"  Tha'st  earnt  tha' shillin'  hi«  th,  .u,. 

-id  to  the  lad,  with  frieni'  sevl  ^  VZVTl"  '"' 
war  feart  he'd  get  off  on  some  of  t  JZZ  IfT";  ' 
about  th'  paper     She's  i'  »  K„i  ""riocks  an  forget  aw 

na  o-  mucS  Z    Coom  u^tat"'"'  """  ''''■  '"'  "■' '"»  '^ 

She  led  the  way  to  the  second  floor,  and  her  tn^.u   »    • 
answered  by  a  voice  inside,  she  opened  the  door  '  t      ^ 
was  co,r,fortable  and   of  good   si.e,   a  fire   burned   on   r 
grate,^and  before  it  sat  a  gir,  with  her  hands'':,::e;"u;r 

She  was  a  girl  of  nineteen,  dark  of  face  and  .Imh.     r  ^ 
to  thinness.     When  she  turn;d  her  he^d  sl'y    tok  a.  hT 

"She  is  asleep,"  she  said  in  a  low,  cold  voice 
Ihere  was  a  sound  as  of  movement  in  the  bed 

1  am  awake,"  some  one  said.     '•' If  itis  Stenh^n  \f    a     u, 
son,  let  him  come  here."  ^^"  Murdoch's 

Murdoch  went  to  the  bedside  and  stood  looking  down  at 
the  woman  who  returned  his  ^37^      qk^  ^ 

last  hours  upon  earth  were  as!  „g  rapW.y  ZTj''"^ 
now  only  something  terrible  to  see',  h^r  b'reath  c  me"  f  ^ 
short ;  her  eyes  met  his  with  a  look  of  anguish.  " 

Send  the  girl  away,"  she  said  to  him. 

Low  as  her  vnic*»  MToc    *U ;_i    1  ,    .  -. 

:tumingt„Hght;Hefta.d'w:::;r:^.;:er::  ™^  "'"""" 
■     Unttl  the  door  closed  the  woman  still  lay  looking  „p  ;„,, 
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her^JLor's  face,  but  as  soon  as  it  was  shut  she  spoke  labor- 

"  What  is  your  name  ?  "  she  asked. 
He  told  her. 

"  You  are  like  your  father,"  she  said,  and  then  closed  her 
eyes  nnd  lay  so  for  a  moment,    "  It  is  a  n,ad  thing  I   L  doin/" 
she  said,  kn.tfng  her  brows  with  weakfretfulness  and  T.irn  ■*^' 
w.th  closed  eyes.     "  I_I  do  not  know-l  i  shlu  d  h  "^ 
done  it    only  that  it  is  the  last  thing.     It  is  n'ot  th  t°Un>  ond 
of  he  g,rl-or  that  she  is  fond  of  n,e,"  she  opened  he"  eves 

oTth:;:::...  "^-^^^--^-'"  ^-esaid.  '"-KeepLr 

-She  is  not  here  ■'  he  answered,  "and  the  door  is  closed  " 
The  s,ght  0  h,s  face  seemed  to  help  her  to  recover  heilf 
^  J^What  an,  I  say.ng  ?  "  she  said.     "  I  have  not  .old  you  1 

"  No,"  he  reph'ed,  "  not  yet." 

"  My  name  was  Janet  Murdoch,"  she  said      «  T  wnc 
father's  cousin.     Once  he  was  very  fond  of  me  "  ^""^ 

She  drew  from  under  her  pillow  a  ieyf  old  letters 
"  Look  at  them,"  she  said  ;  "  he  wrote  them  " 

But  he  only  glanced  at  the  superscription  and  laid  them 
down  agam.  "^'" 

"  ^  ^^  not  know,"  she  panted,  "  that  he  was  dead.   I  hoped 
he  would  be  here.     I  knew  that  he  must  have  lived  a  qufet 
life      I  always  thought  of  him  as  living  here  in  the  old  way  " 
He  was  away  from  here  for  thirty  years,"  said  Murdoch 
He  only  came  back  to  die." 

"  He  ! "  she  said,  •'  I  never  thought  of  that.  It-seems 
very  strange.  I  could  not  imagine  his  going  from  place  To 
place-or  hving  a  busy  life-or  suffering  much.  He  was  so 
simple  and  so  quiet." 

"  I  thought  of  him,"  she  went  on,  "because  he  was  a  good 
m        „      o.  ,,,,,,.  ,,„y  ,ne,e  was  no  one  else  m  the  world 
As  the  end  came  I  grew  restless— I  wanted  to-to  try -»   ' 
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She  roused  herself,  a,  before,  JulTJ^n  '"  '''''  "^""^ 
io  try,    she  said,—"  to  trv  fo  ^« 

He  did   not   understand  :C  th  .T"''"^ '"^ '"^  e'"-" 
dragged   herself   „p  „„„„   ,L   '  ■  ,„       '""'  ""'"  '^^  had 

touching  him  »,th  her  hand- she  had      ,.        '''""^  '"'^^'^ 
for  the  effort.  '     '  '""'  '-'"""■■'•^d  '''l  her  strength 

"I  am  an  outcast,"  she  said-"  an  outcast  r  ■' 
Ihe  smiple  and  bare  words  were  ,n  ,„    k,'     . 
-e,  bear  them,  but  he  conTX'ti^eVS  a^^^ 

A  faint  color  crept  up  on  her  cheek. 
„  You  _don  t  understand,"  she  said. 

Sh7f'ii  r  ?"'"""'  ''°"''>>  "J  ""nk  I  do  " 
She  fell  back  upon  her  pillows 

one^aTd^r  Z  t  It  ""'^'V''^  ''''■  "  "  '^  »  "gl, 
comes.  Shehasundird^Tfr^i'^"''"-" 
a  ch.ld.    She  seemed  to  fasten  her  T'  ■""  "'""  ""^en 

hour  of  her  birth,  and  I  have  felt  hi'"  ""'"'  ""  '"""  'he 

^T;:r„;:r:f  "'^'^^-'^^^'  '^-^^ 

-do„.tkr:hrzrj;re'ir"H^- 

no  reason  why  she  should  no,  hVet  :./"','•  '"^hereis 
"'"  "»'-^he  will  not.  1  have  reached  ,h  .  '"'^d.-bu,  she 
"•  She  sits  and  looks  on  and  savs  n„th  T"  """^  ''^  ''"ows 
»e  to  speak.     They  forced  me  to  L^^'    "'  ''^  ''''  f"'^ 

She  stopped  a  moment.  " 

;;Youareapoorman,"  she  said. 

^^  Yes     he  answered.     "I  am  a  mechanic." 

i«cn  -you  oannot— do  it  " 
She  spoke  helplessly,  wildly! 
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"  There  is  nothing  to  be  done, 
will  be  all  alone." 
Then  he  comprehended  her  meaning  fully 
"  No,"  he  said,  '•  I  am  not  so  poor  as  that.     I  am  not  a 
poorer  man  than  my  father  was,  and   lean   do  what  he  would 
have  done,  .f  he  had  lived.     My  mother  will  care  for  thl" 
If  that  IS  what  you  wish."  **    ' 

''What  I  wish  ! "  she  echoed.     "  I  wish  for  nothing-  but  I 
•    must  do  sometnmg  for  her~before~before-before— " 
She  broke  off,  but  began  again. 

"  You  are  like  your  father.     You  make  things  seem  simple 
You  speak  as  if  you  were  undertaking  nothing  "  ^ 

"It  ,s  not  much  to  do,"  he  answered,    'and  we  could  not 
do  less.     I  will  go  to  my  mother  and  tell  her  that  she  is 
needed  here.     She  will  come  to  you." 
She  turned  her  eyes  on  him  in.  terror 
''You  think,"  she  whispc ed,  "that  I  shall  die  soon-...«  r" 
He  did  not  answer  hei.     He  could  not.     She  wrung  her 
hands  and  dashed  them  open  upon  the  bed,  panting        '    " 
Oh,    she  cned,  "  my  God  !     It  is  over  !     I  have  come  to 
the  end  of  u^-  the  end  !    To  have  only  one  life-and  to  have 
done  with  u-and  lie  here  I     To  have  lived-and  loved-and 
triumphed,  and  to  know  it  is  over  !     One  may  defv  all  T 
rest,  the  whole  world,  but  not  this.     It  is  2L7"  '       ^        '^" 
Then  she  turned  to  him  again,  desperately. 
Go  to  your  mother,"  she  said,  "Tell  her  to  come       I 
want  some  one  in  the  room  with  me.     I  wont  be  1^1. 
mthAer.     I  cannot  bear  it."  ^^^  ^'°"^ 

Jr's  'Zl ""'  ^"  ?""^  '''  ''''  ^^"^"^  ''  ^^^  h^-d  of  the 
t^unil::^:^'  '''''-''''  "^^^^^-  pas.  looking  at 
''Are  you  coming  back  again  ?"  she  demanded. 

Ju%  ^T''T^'  "I  am  coming  back  again." 
mtialt  an  hour  he  re-asrend<-H   th^  .*„; ,    ._   . 

mother  wieh  hi..     When  they"  e-„Terer.reTo:'rS. he 
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omlir""^"  '^y'  ^'-^•»-  Murdoch  went  to  the  bed  anu  bent 

;•  My  son  has  brought  me  to  do  what  I  can  for  you  '  she 
said    -  and  to  tell  you  that  he  will  keep  his  promise." 

Ihe  woman  looked  up.  For  a  moment  it  seemed  that  she 
had  half  forgotten.  A  change  had  come  upon  her  in  the 
intervenmg  half-hour. 

"  His  promise,"  she  said.     -  Yes,  f--  will  keep  it." 

At  m.dnight  she  died.     Mother  and  son  were  m  the  room, 

b  fore  the    ^V  t  '1  "'""^  ™^^'""-     ^^  ^  ^^  '"'n'tes 
before  the  stroke  of  twelve,  the  woman  awoke  r.  ;m  the  heavy 

ZZZt    I  '''  ''^'^■"'     ^'^  '^^''^  -^'"  ^  --^  -"a 
ii>ou  1,  .^     Her  l.ps  moved,  and  at  l.st  she  spoke. 
■  Forg  re  me  ! "  she  cried.     "  Forgive  me  ! " 
.vund.K  a  and  his  mother  rose,  but  the  girl  did  not  sfr, 
"^^or  what?"  she  asked. 

"  For—''  panted  the  woman,  "  for " 

But  the  sentence  remained  unfinished.     The  girl  did  nof 

"on^i:  iTok'-     '''r  ^^°'^"^  "  ''^  'y^^^  wol'n' m  s  ienc 
facewhch  7         'V  °"^^   "^^'"S  ^-  ^y^«  f--  the 
iay  upon  the  pillow,  gazmg  back  at  her  with  a  fixed  stare 
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was  ranev iThl,  JAr/™!  .?r"  ""'"'"''''•  ="""  " 

w  n-u    '>  ^^  "'"'  """"^  "^  ^"^»'  arrival  to  the  Works 
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tne  day,  and  the  comments  made  were  numerous  and  varied 
place     or  had  "  getten  some  crank  i'  hond." 

nowt^^aZt^m.  ^"  HeL^i fra^"  'T"  ^""^^  ^" 
that's  it."  "'^''  "P  ""^n  common, 

was^lruTirl'''  """'"^  "^"""^  ^"-"^  '•"■  Murdoch 
awLlrdl'  :f,  I  '"'^«"^<' ''"d  restless  air;  he  came  in 
awkwardly  and  lookmg  as  if  he  had  something  to  sav  but 
though  he  louered  about  some  time,  he  did  not  say  it     '' 

"iwaruynV'^ ""'''  "'■°'^'"'" '' '""'  "■"  -  '-• 

It  occurred  to  Murdoch  that  he  wished  to  say  more  but 

tne  tiireshold,  however,  he  paused  uneasily. 
i  say     he  said,  "  Ffrench  has  come  back." 
S>o  I  heard,"  Murdoch  answered 
When  he  presented  himself  at  the  house  in  the  evening 
Haworth  was  alone  as  usual.      Wines  were  on  the  tablH^d 
stnUheTourhor'"""^''"^-     "--"-hed  antt: 
^ '  he  rX     """'"^"  ""'  ^''^"--'  »«  -^<'  betrayed 

someiL?  '°"'"  ^°"'^'"  "^^  '^''-     "  I'"  <""  of  --t-or 

a  gW  lint"  ?  '';" ''"''''  ^"'  """«''  ""»•"  '»  PO"  ou. 

drop   fel  upon  it     h'T  "u'l'  """"  '"""""="  »  *' '  »  f- 
?.  ,„L    ,  '^  "^  '''°°''  "'em  off  angrily. 

What's  up  with  me  ?  "  he  said. 

He  drained  the  glass  at  a  draught,  and  filled  it  again. 
I   aw  Ifrench  to-day,"  he  said.     "  I  saw  them  both." 
Loth  !"  reneaf-prl  Mi,r^^-,u    _,     .  ..  * 

'♦  v«c     ou  V"":"    •— cu,  wuaucnng  at  him. 
Yes.    She  is  with  him." 
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"  She  !"  and  then  remembering  the  episode  of  the  hanker- 
chief,  he  added,  rather  slowly,  "  You  mean  Miss  Ffrench  ?" 

Haworth  nodded. 

He  was  pushing  his  glass  to  and  fro  with  shaking  hands,  his 
voice  was  hoarse  and  uncertain. 

"  I  passed  the  carriage  on  the  road,"  he  said,  "  and  Ffrench 
stopped  it  to  speak  to  me.  He's  not  much  altered.  I  never 
saw  her  before.  She's  a  woman  now-and  a  handsome  woman, 
by  George!" 

The  last  words  broke  from  him  as  if  he  could  not  control 
them.  He  looked  up  at  Murdoch,  and  as  their  eyes  met  he 
seemed  to  let  himself  loose. 

"  I  may  as  well  make  a  clean  breast  of  it,"  he  said.  ''  I'm 
—I'm  hard  hit.     I'm  hard  hit." 

Murdoch  flinched.  He  would  rather  not  have  heard  the 
rest.  He  had  had  emotion  enough  during  the  last  few  days, 
and  this  was  of  a  kind  so  novel  that  he  was  overwhelmed  by 
It.     But  Haworth  went  on. 

"It's  a  queer  thing,"  he  said.     "  I  can't  quite  make  it  out. 

l-I  feel  as  if  I  must  talk-about  it-and  yet  there's  naught  to 

say.     I've  seen  a  woman  that's— that's  taken  hold  on  me." 

He  passed  his  hands  across  his  lips,  which  were  parched  and 
stiff. 

"  You  know  the  kind  of  a  fellow  I've  been,"  he  said  «  I've 
known  women  .nough,  and  too  many ;  but  there's  never  been 
one  like  this.  There's  always  been  plenty  like  the  rest.  I  sat 
and  stared  at  this  one  like  a  blockhead.  She  set  me  trembling. 
It  came  over  me  all  at  once.  I  don't  know  what  Ffrench 
bought.  I  said  to  myself.  '  Here's  the  first  woman  that  ever 
held  me  back.'^  She's  one  of  your  high  kind,  that's  hard  to 
get  nigh.  She  s  got  a  way  to  set  a  man  mad.  She'll  be  hard 
togetat,  by  George!" 

Murdoch  felt  his  Dulse  stan      The  rrin'^  p-aH^^  u    ' 

.  -  - -'c  "«rtn  s  emotion  iiaa  com- 

mumcaled  itself  to  him,  so  far  at  least. 
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No,    said  Hawcrth,  roughly,  -  they're  not  in  your  line,  lad. 
If  they  were  happen  I  shouldn't  be  so  ready  to  speak  out." 

Then  he  began  and  told  his  story  more  minutely,  relating 
how,  as  he  drove  to  the  Works,  he  had  met  the  carriage,  and 
Ffrench  had  caught  sight  of  him  and  ordered  the  servant  to 
sh^h^Hh"  ^'  ^;^^.P^7«ted  his  daughter,  and  spoken  as  if 
she  had  heard  of  him  often  before  ;  how  she  had  smiled  a  little 
but  had  said  nothing.  ' 

"  She's  got  a  way  which  makes  a  man  feel  as  if  she  was 
keeping  somethmg  back,  and  sets  him  to  wondering  what  it  is. 

to  tlTlver  ''  '^  ''  '"'''  "°" '  ^'^  "^^'^  '  ^^^P  ^^-^^-^ 
He  talked  fast  and  heatedly,  and  sometimes  seemed  to  lose 
.  himself.     Now  and  then  he  stopped,  and  sat  brooding  a  mo- 
ment m  silence,  and  then  roused  himself  with  a  start,  and 
drank  more  wine  and  grew  more  flushed  and  excited.     After 
one  of  these  fitful  reveries,  he  broke  out  afresh. 

''  I-wonder  what  folk'll  say  to  her  of  me.     They  won't  give 
me  an  over  good  name,  I'll  warrant.     What  a  fool  I've  been  i 

r  ,t  Tu  ^°°^  ^'^'  ^''"  ^"  "^y  ^^^  •'  Let  them  say  what 
they  hke.  They'll  make  me  black  enough ;  but  there  is  plenty 
would  like  to  stand  in  Jem  Haworth's  shoes.  I've  never  been 
beat  yet.  I've  stood  up  and  held  my  own,-and  women  like 
tiiat.  And  as  to  th'  name,"  with  rough  banter,  -  it's  not  chaps 
like  you  they  fancy,  after  all." 

"As  to  that,"  said  Murdoch  coldly,  "I've  told  you  I  know 
nothing  of  women." 

He  felt  restive  without  knowing  wh^  He  was  glad  when 
he  could  free  himselfand  get  out  into  the  fresh  night  air-  it 
seemed  all  the  fresher  after  the  atmosphere  he  had  breathed 
m-doors. 

The  night  was  bright  and  mild.     After  cold  un-spring-like 
weather  had  come  an  ephemeral  balminess.     The  moon  was 
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at  full,  and  he  stepped  across  the  threshold  into  a  light  as 
clear  as  day. 

He  walked  rapidly,  scarcely  noting  the  road  he  passed  over 
until  he  had  reached  the  house  which  stood  alone  among  its 
trees,— the  house  Haworth  had  pointed  out  a  few  month's 
before.  It  was  lighted  now  and  its  lights  attracted  his 
attention. 

"  It's  a  brighter-looking  place  than  it  was  then,"  he  said. 

He  never  afterward  could  exactly  recall  how  it  was  that  at 
this  moment  he  started,  turned,  and  for  a  breath's  space  came 
to  a  full  stop. 

He  had  passed  out  of  the  shadow  of  the  high  boundary  wall 
into  the  broad  moonlight  which  flooded  the  gate-way  The 
iron  gates  were  open,  and  a  white  figure  stood  in  the  light— 
tne  figure  of  a  tall  young  woman  who  did  not  move. 

He  was  so  near  that  her  dress  almost  touched  him      Ir 
another  moment  he  was  hurrying  along  the  road  again,  not 
having  spoken,  and  scarcely   understanding   the  momentary 
shock  he  had  received. 
"  That,"  he  said  to  himself,—"  that  was  she  !" 

When  he  had  reached  home  and  opened  the  door  of  the 
little  parlor,  the  girl  Christian  Murdoch  was  sitting  alone  by 
the  dying  fire  in  the  grate.  She  turned  and  looked  at  him 
curiously. 

^^ _^'' Something,"  she  said,  "has  happened  to  you.     What  is 

"  I  don'l  know,"  he  answered,  "  that  anything  has  happened 
to  me— anything  of  importance." 

She  turned  to  the  fire  again  and  sat  gazing  at  it,  rubbing  the 
back  of  one  hand  slowly  with  the  palm  of  the  other  as  it  lay  on 
her  knee. 

"  Something  has  happened  to  me,"  she  said.     "  To-day  I 
nave  seen  some  one  I  know." 
"  Some  one  you  know?"  he  echoed.     '♦  Here  ?" 
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She  nodded  her  head. 

hei'lT  T  ?T7;",  '^"  ''P'"*"^'  "  '^^"^^  I  d°  "ot  know 
fter  name.     I  should  hke  to  know  it." 

''  Ifer  name,"  he  said.     "  Then  it  "is  a  woman  ?  " 

"  Yes,  a  woman-a  young  woman.     I  saw  her  abroad-four 
— five  times." 

She  began  to  check  off  the  number  of  times  on  her  fingers* 
In  Florence  once,"  she  said.     "  I„  Munich  twice ;  in  Paris 
—yes,  m  Pans  twice  again." 
"  When  and  how  ?  "  he  asked. 

As  he  spoke,  he  thought  of  the  unruffled  serenity  of  the  face 
ne  had  just  seen. 

"  Years  ago,  the  first  time,"  she  answered,  without  the  least 
change  of  tone,  "  in  a  church  in  Florence.     I  went  in  because 
I  was  wet  and  cold  and  hungry,  and  it  was  light  and  warm 
here.     I  was  a  little  thing,  and  left  to  ramble  in  the  streets. 
1  liked  the  streets  better   than   my  mother's  room.     I  was 
standing  m  the  church,  looking  at  the  people  and  trying  to 
feel  warm,  when  a  girl  came  in  with  a  servant.     She  was  hand- 
some and  well  dressed,  and    looked    almost  like  a  woman 
When  she  saw  me  she  laughed.     I  was  such  a  little  thing,  and 
so  draggled  and  forlorn.     That  was  why  she  laughed      The 
next  year  I  saw  her  again,  at  Munich.     Her  room  was  across 
he  stree   and  opposite  mine,  and  she  sat  at  the  window,  amus- 
ing herself  by  playing  with  her  dog  and  staring  at  me     She 
Md  forgotten  me  but  I  had  not  forgotten  her ;  and  she  laughed 
at  me  again     In  Paris  it  was  the  same  thing.     Our  windows 
were  opposite  each  other  again.     It  was  five  years  after,  but 
that  time  she  knew  me,  though  she  pretended  she  did  not 
She  drove  past  the  house  to-day,  and  I  saw  her.     I  should 
like  to  know  her  name." 

vZl  f "»'  T  u  "  ^°"  ''*"  "  '''"  ■'"  '"'"•     "  She  is  a  Miss 
French.     Her  father  .s  a  Broxton  man.     They  have  a  place 

Have  they  f "  she  asked.    "  Will  they  live  here  ?" 
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"  I  believe  so,"  he  answered. 

She  sat  for  a  moment  rubbing  her  hand  slowly  as  before, 
and  then  she  spoke. 

"  So  much  the  worse,"  she  said,—"  so  much  the  worse  for 
me." 

She  went  up  to  her  room  when  she  left  him.  It  was  a  little 
room  in  the  second  story,  and  she  had  become  fond  of  it.  She 
often  sat  alone  there.  She  had  been  sitting  at  its  window 
when  Rachel  Ffrench  had  driven  by  in  the  afternoon.  The 
wmdow  was  still  open  she  saw  as  she  entered,  and  a  gust  of 
wind  passing  through  it  had  scattered  several  light  articles 
about  the  floor.  She  went  to  pick  them  up.  They  were  prin- 
cipally loose  papers,  and  as  she  bent  to  raise  the  first  one  she 
discovered  that  it  was  yellow  with  age  and  covered  with  a 
rough  drawing  of  some  mechanical  appliance.  Another  and 
another  presented  the  same  plan— drawn  again  and  again, 
elaborately  and  with  great  pains  at  times,  and  then  hastily  as 
if  some  new  thought  had  suggested  itself.  On  several  were 
written  dates  and  on  others  a  few  words. 

She  was  endeavoring  to  decipher  some  of  these  faintly  written 
words  when  a  fresh  gust  of  rising  wind  rushed  past  her  as  she 
stood  and  immediately  there  fell  upon  her  ear  a  slight  ghostly 
rustle.  Near  her  was  a  small  unused  closet  whose  door  had 
been  thrown  open  and  as  she  t  jrned  towards  it  there  fluttered 
from  one  of  the  shelves  a  sheet  of  paper  yellower  than  the 
rest.  She  picked  it  up  and  read  the  words  written  upon  the 
back  of  the  drawing.  They  had  been  written  twenty-six  years 
before. 

"  To-day  the  child  was  born.  It  is  a  boy.  By  the  time  he 
IS  a  year  old  my  work  will  be  done." 

The  girl's  heart  began  to  beat  quickly.  The  papers  rustled 
agam  and  a  kind  of  fear  took  possession  of  her. 

"^  wrote  it."   she   sniH    nlmiH        "  TKq   vv,««  ...i-„  ;_  j__j 

i  ill.     mail    niiu  xa   UCtivI 

who  is  dm,/;  and  it  was  not  finished  at  all." 
She  closed  the  windcny,  eager  to  shut  out  the  wind;  then 
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She  closed  the  door  and  went  back  to  ,h 
concerning  Stephen  Murdoch  had  uf '"'"'"•  ""f""-''' 
from  the  first.  She  knew  two  thinl  rt  ""^  "'"""'"^  '^m 
f "";  -d  unworldly,  and  Xf  he' Vad  T  ''  'v'"  "^  "^^  ''«" 
h'«  i'fe  a  hope  which  had  eluded  h  """"^  throughout 

between  him  and  his  patient  and  „„■"  """'  *""'  '■'■'d  come 
^  The  sight  of  the  yeL  fade".  """"^  ''"''^• 
feelmg.     She  had  never  harT;  '  S  "Tl  ''"  '°  P""'"'-"' 
fen  her  earliest  childhood,,  n    tte  /      ''  ''"'  ^"""^  ="<'"« 
been  desolate  too-who  mu,   hr,    h        f  "  '''=''"""«  «"<>  had 
been  impelled  to  wrife  the' :2e     ?"''"'' ""^^  "e  had 
«««'"  and  again  upon  the  pane  " T         T'"  "^  ""'  'ho-ghts 
being  had  been  .,e„  ,„  her,,  "«*"  °"'  "^  '^  •">  human 

■»»«  O'-il.     There  Jas  sea  ^el-     T  ""  "'"'''  '""^bed  her 
O'ords  were  not  wrltte,  Td"' V^'  "'""'  ""'"'h  some  few 
some  hopeiul  or  weary  .ho,:,      "?  f '""  ''^^'--  "s  date,  and 
"ever  faithless  to  his  bei^.f  "  The  ^"^  '^''"  '""^  °"»  but 
f  few  days,  one  more  tou'ch  would  hW    ™'  "'""  '"^  f^'  "ff- 
fwgosten  all  the  past,  ''""8  "'-^nd  then  he  had 

"f  can  afford  to  foreetii'  h^      -^ 
«"ngenow  that  it  should  i.ave  lasfed""'",    ""  °"'^  ^'»'s 
steps  remain  to  be  taken,"  '°  '°"S  "hen  so  few 

These  words  had  been  writ,  • , 
«-  ready  for  his   departure '"Vh"e       '"™« ^"'-'--     He 
When  she  had  read  them    Chri.S  ''   T   "'^  ''"'  «<^0'd. 
»f-ga.ingm,ospace™;it?drdC^''  the  papers  away 

He  died,"  She  said.     "He  ;«  ^   7 
h^ni  back;  and  it  is  forgottei?'  ^"'^^"^  ^^"  bring 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

GRANNY  DIXON. 

The  next  time  Janey  brou^h^  h..  ......     ,. 

siie  sought  out  Murdoch  in  a  deiectXi"'"''  f ""''  '^  ^^^  ^^^^ 

dejected  mood.    She  found  him 
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reading  over  his  lunch  in  the  sunshine,  and  she  sat  down  op- 
posite to  him,  folding  her  arms  on  her  lap. 

"  We're  i'  trouble  again  at  our  house,"  she  said.     «'  We're 
alius  i'  trouble.     If  it  is  na  one  thing,  it's  another." 

Murdoch  shut  his  book  and  leaned  back  upon  his  pile  of 
lumber  to  listen.     He  always  listened. 

"What  is  it  this  time?"  he  asked. 

"This  toime?"  querulously.     "This  is  th'  worst  o'  th'  lot 
Granny  Dixon's  come  back." 

"  Granny  Dixon  ?  " 

Janey  shook  her  head. 

"  Tha  knows  nowt  about  her,"  she  said.  "  I  niwer  towd 
thee  nowt.  She's  my  feyther's  grandmother  an'  she's  ower 
nmety  years  owd,  an'  she's  getten  money.  If  it  wur  na  fur  that 
no  one  ud  stand  her,  but"-with  a  sigh-"  foak  conna  turn 
away  brass." 

Having  relieved  herself  of  this  sentiment  she  plunged  into 
the  subject  with  fresh  asperity. 

"  Theer's  no  knowin'  how  to  tak'  her,"  she  said.     "  Yo  mun 

shout  at  th'  top  o'  yore  voice  to  mak'  her  hear.     An'  she  wun- 

not  let  nowt  go  by.     She  mun  hear  aw  as  is  goin'.     She's  out 

wi'  Mester  Hixon  at  th'  chapel  because  she  says  she  conna 

hear  him  an'  he  does  it  a-purpose.     When  she  wur  out  wi' 

ivverybody  else  she  used  to  say  she  wur  goin'  to  leave  her  brass 

to  him,  an'  she  invited  him  to  tea  ivvery  neet  fur  a  week,  an' 

had  him  set  by  her  chair  an'  talk.     It  wur  summer  toime  an' 

Iveseed  him  set  an' shout  wi' th' sweat  a-pourin'  down  his 

face  an'  his  neck-tie  aw  o'  one  soide,  an'  at  th'  eend  o'  a  week 

he  had  a  quinsy,  as  wur  nigh  bein'  th'  eend  o'  him.     An'  she 

nivver  forgive  him.     She  said  as  he  wur  an  impident  chap  as 

thowt  hissen  too  good  for  his  betters." 

Murdoch  expressed  his  sympathy  promptly. 

"  I  wish  tha'd  coom  up  an'  talk  to  her  some  day  thysen," 
said  Janey.  « It  ud  rest  us  a  bit,"  candidly.  «  Yo're  getten 
th'  kind  o'  voice  to  mak'  folk  hear,  though  yo'  dunnot  speak  so 
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loud,  an'  if  yo'  get  close  up  to  her  ear  in'  «,„  .w 

get  used  to  it  i'  toime  "  ^  ^'"'"^^  ''°^'  ^o'd 

"  What  does  tha  think  on  her  ?» 

He  picked  up  his  book  and  re-opened  it 

-BHXTotS;tr^:e5:anXS^:ir- 

no  traces  of  the  children  ahont      nJ    S'Tnished ,  there  were 

there  had  been  bor  e   o  h t  ^  !   ^^  t  ^"^"^'^  '"^  •--«. 

its  highest  and  shrillest  pirch    and  he  1     °'"  "''''"'"^  " 
Janey's.  ^      '  "^  """^  recognized  it  as 

in  tr' e:»:::t  a;'r"/  P'"°"  ™'^  P^-^-S  ^0.  her  seat, 
paper  sheTeldthlThand"'"""'  'he  graphically  illustrated 

na;a^tt:o:^:^-i;--;r,rL^::t:dthVr 

n,a..!:'rhefA^""'''"''"^"  '"^ '^--''ed.     "Whafs  th- 

tHan-'^efl-^tp:^;;,^--^ 
the  s.an  and  shriveled  /gure  ilMtlrl:  2     •'""^''  "'"" 
thee™"'  "'  "^  ^'oppin'fur?"  she  repeated.     "Getonwi' 
Janey  drew  „ear  and  spoke  in  her  ear. 

Its    MACfof    Tiyr 1        1     <•      . 

yo'on."  """"  "'"™'''   ""  P^ciaimed;  "him  as  I  towd 
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The  little  bent  figure  turned  slowly  and  Murdoch  felt  him- 
self transfixed  by  the  gaze  of  a  pair  of  large  keen  eyes.  They 
had  been  handsome  eyes  half  a  century  before,  and  the 
wrinkled  and  seamed  face  had  had  its  comeliness  too. 

"Tha'  said  he  wur  a  workin'  mon,"  she  cried,  after  a  pause. 
"What  did  tha  tell  me  that  theer  fur?" 

"  He  is  a  workin'  mon,"  said  Janey.  "  He's  getten  his  work- 
cloas  on  now.     Does  na  tha  see  'em." 

"  Cloas  !"  announced  the  Voice  again.  "  Cloas  i'deed  !  A 
mon  is  na  made  out  o'  cloas.  I've  seed  workin'  men  afore  i' 
my  day,  an'  I  know  'em," 

Then  she  extended  her  hand,  crooking  the  forefinger  like  a 
claw,  in  a  beckoning  gesture. 

"Coom  tha  here,"  she  commanded,  "and  set  thysen  down 
to  talk  to  me." 

She  gave  the  order  in  the  manner  of  a  female  potentate,  and 
Murdoch  obeyed  her  with  a  sense  of  overpowering  fascination 

"  Wheer  art  tha  fro'  ?"  she  demanded. 

He  made  his  reply,  "  From  America,"  as  distinct  as  possible, 
and  was  relieved  to  find  that  it  reached  her  at  once. 

"'Merica?"  she  repeated.  "I've  heerd  o'  'Merica  often 
enow.  That's  wheer  th'  blacks  live,  an'  th'  Indians.  I  knowed 
a  young  chap  as  went  theer,  an'  th'  Indians  scalped  him.  He 
went  theer  because  I  would  na  ha'  him.  J :  -vur  when  I  wur  a 
lass." 

She  paused  a  moment  and  then  said  the  last  words  over 
agam,  nodding  her  head  with  a  touch  of  grim  satisfaction. 

"  He  went  theer  because  I  would  na  ha'  him.  It  wur  when 
I  wur  a  lass." 

He  was  watching  her  so  intently  that  he  was  quite  startled  a 
second  time  when  she  turned  her  eves  upon  him  and  spoke 
agam,  still  nodding. 

-  wur  a  han'some  lass,"  she  said.     *•'  I  wur  a  handsome  lass 
seventy  year*  ago." 

It  was  quite  plain  that  she  had  been.     The  thing  which  was 
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The  recol , con  of  the  face  seemed  to  enliven  her  so  far  that 

bega":  :rr„  it  oTh^^e  ::'„';;"'  '""'-'•  ^  ^""  -^ 

l>ad  been  "  a  han'^o^  '^^''^  '•'"'''«'•    She 

■■ .         "heer  wTr  H  Tl  "'™'^  ^"''  "«<''  "»'  ''  ^^  ^^d  her 
neer  wur  dead  folk  could  tell  " 

ner"offf..^°-r,'' "■"'  '"^"^  '"'  "eet/if  summat  dunnot  tak' 

berr'tirti::^; "''""'"'' '°  '^^  "----bt 

But  something  did  happen  "  to  tak'  her  off  it." 
dosA,""'"\       ^^"•^"^""i'thee,"  she  announced,    "Tha 

tti;:  X"  rre::ji:^  ~ '°  -^-^  --^  -^ 

ways  about  thee-doas  or  no  etas'  ^  ""  *"*'"'  "''"'' 
"That's  th'  way  she  goes  on,"  said  Taney  "Sh^  r»„n, 
bide  folk  to  look  soft  when  they'se  shou  in'  to  her  \T 
one  o'  th'  things  she  had  agen  Master  HixonSh  ",T 
ffetten  so  r^^rl  ,'  th'  c^  :  ,  ^"*^sier  wixon.  She  oaid  he 
getten  so  red  i  th  face  it  j-at  her  out  o'  patience." 

But  h^  ?  """^  ''  '"  ""  "  ^"" '"  proclaimed  Granny  Dixon 

oftrr'-"^'^----"eredrii,;':,e„, 

th-'door.'"""  ^"''"'''"  ""^  "'•''■     "She's -she's  stand  .  ., 

'■■•■*/::;?"      upon,-X.an:  tot r/an^' "^""'^ 

«  rr  tV,^  '"^  ^^^'^  "^°^^^'-'"  s^e  said, 
coon,  -7?'''  ''^'"'  ^^"  '^^'"  ^^^  ^^^^d  ^^Itered.     '^Willyo' 

She  hesitated  a    -^cond  and  then  .,me.-^      i.t.._.    .    ,    . 
-en,    Sbe  did  not  see.    to  see-hin-.s  she  ;::^^^ 
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him  to  reach  the  ch.air  in  whirl,  .she  sat  down.     1„  fact  ,he 
expr.       1  ..arcciy  a  .shadow  of  recognition  of  ,,,.  ,un-ound 

^_^-|Who  d,d  she  say  yo'  wur?"  she  cried.     "I  did  na  hear 

The  visitor  turned  and  confronted  her 
voice.  "■"  """"'  '''"'""•"  '''  ""^--^  '•■'  "  ^'«r,  high 

The  dull  red  deepened  upon  the  old  woman's  cheek,  »nH 
her  eyes  gained  new  (ire.  cheeks,  and 

knIJ°yo' ""  '"'  ""  '°  """'■  '^  """"^  ■'-'-"  ^he  said.     "  An'  I 
^^^M,ss  Ffrench  made  no  reply.     She  smiled  incredulously  a. 

The  old  woman  moved  restlessly. 
Ay,  but  I  do,"  she  dried.     «'  1  know  vr,'      v  '      r^. 
W  head  to  foot.     Wheer  did  yo' geUhltP"  "     ^^^^  ^^^^^ 

She  was  pointing  at  a  flower  at  Miss  Ffre,.ch's  thm.f 
white,  strongly  fragrant,  hot-house  flower      m' ss   1  fi     , 
a  downward  glance  at  it  ^^i'ss  Krench  cast 

^J^There  are  plenty  to  be  had,"  .she  said.     "I  got  it  from 

"  IVe  seen  'em  before,"  said  Granny  Dixon      "  If.  „c  a  . 
wear  'em  i'  his  button-hole."  ^'  "'^^  *° 

Miss  Ffrench  m         no  reply  and  she  vent  on   h.    . 
increasing  in  volume  with  excitement  '         '°"'' 

"  I'm  talkin'  o'  Will  Ffrench,"  she  said       -  w 
gran'feyther.     He  wur  dead  afore  yo'  wurl.  »  ^'   ""^  ^^^ 

ha^:::tt;::ti^^^"^^^  ^^^^^^^^  '^^^--^^'  ^-^--y  Dixon 

"  He  wur  a  bad  un  i"  she  \      uu 

»-  a  devi,  out  an'  o„t.     I  u.oj.  u^^l^"'  ^  '^"•"  '    He 
Then  She  i-ent  forward  and  .ou-c-hedM- s  HreTh  W^'" 
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"  Theer  vvur  na  worse  un  nor  a  bigger  devil  nowheer,"  she 
said.     "  An'  yo're  th'  very  moral  on  him." 

Miss  Ffrench  got  up  and  turned  toward  the  door  to  speak 
to  Mrs.  Briarley,  who  that  moment  arrived  in  great  haste 
carrying  the  bab)-,  out  of  breath,  and  stumbling  in  her  tremor 
at  receiving  gentlefolk  company. 

"  Your  visitor  has  been  talking  to  me,"  she  remarked  her 
little  smile  showing  itself  again.  "She  says  mv  randfather 
was  a  devil," 

She  answered  all  Mrs.  Briarley's  terrified  apologies  with  the 
same  little  smile.  She  had  been  passing  by  and  had  remem- 
bered that  the  housekeeper  needed  assistance  in  some  matter 
and  It  had  occurred  to  her  to  come  in.  That  was  all  and 
having  explained  herself,  she  went  away  as  she  had  come' 

"Eh  !"  fretted  Mrs.  Briarley,  "to  think  o' that  theer  owd 
besom  talkin'  i'  that  rood  to  a  lady.  That's  alius  th'  way  wi' 
her.  She'd  mak'  trouble  anywheer.  ^She  mn-ie  trouble  enow 
when  she  wur  young.  She  wur  na  no  better  than  she  should 
be  then,  an'  she's  nowt  so  mich  better  now." 

"What's  that  tha'rt  sayin'?"  demanded  the  Voice  "A 
noice  way  that  wur  fur  a  lady  to  go  out  wi'out  so  much  as 
sayin'  good-day  to  a  body.  She's  as  loike  him  as  two  pe'as-- 
an'  he  7vur  a  devil.  Here,"  to  Murdoch,  "  pick  up  that  theer 
flower  she's  droi.j)ed." 

Murdoch  turned  to  the  place  she  pointed  out.  The  white 
flower  lay  upon  the  flagged  floor.  Ke  picked  it  up  and  handed 
It  to  her  with  a  vague  recognition  of  the  powerfuln.  s  of  its 
fragrance.     She  took  it  and  sat  mumbhng  over  it. 

"  It's  th'  very  same,"  she  muttered.  -  He  used  to  wear  'em 
1  his  button-hole  when  he  coom.  An'  she's  the  very  moral  on 
him." 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

MR.  FFRENCH    VISITS    THE    WORKS. 

grandfather  had  corae  to  the  place  a  rirh  „,  .  .    '  «'"'"- 

huge  house  outside  the  vil4'  a„d V  L  ,1."  h'^?"'''  " 
a  .o»n  the  Ffrenchs  had  held  thei  ead  '  T/h  The"r; 
confined  themselves  to  Broxton  until  Gerard  pf '  J  ^, ''"' 
place.  They  had  spent  their  live  there  1^!^  *°°''  ^'' 
Those  who  lived  to  remember  ,IT     .u      .        ""'"  ""'"«)'• 

.he  present  Ffrenchrf I  r  -d  X  r  ""''°°'  °' '^' 
Tories  to  tell.  His  son.howev  r  Js  '  ^™T':.°""'"'  ">-> 
There  were  no  evil  stories  T^;!'  uTC^^TenT  T'"' 
agreeable  person  and  lived  a  refined  hfe  But  h.'"  '"" 
w.th  tastes  which  scarcely  belonged  to  hfs  deg    e  '  "'" 

'  I  ought  to  have  been  bom  in  the  lower  cTas'.e,      ^  . 
had  my  way  to  make,"  he  had  been  heard  o  s  v  "^  ^''" 

IJafortunately,  however  he  h„,i  K.      t        '' 
leisure  and  educated  as  Le     b"  h"  d7  "  ^^""^'"='"  °' 
from  indulging  in  his  proclWtief  He  htd  '""/"^^■""'™ 
one  wild  business  venture  which  h=,H    ,        .       "^^  """«  *'■'''> 
Once  he  had  been  on  the  ml  of  a  ''  '"'=  ""«'"'°'^- 

he  overstepped  the  verge T  a  .reaf,     '""'"  """  "«"'" 

"oney.buthehadneverStconfid'enc  iltih"'   "^^   '°^' 

"  I  have  gained  experience,"  he  saW     "I  ,h  "irr^'  '"^""^■ 

next  time."  "•       '  ^hall  know  better 

His  wife  had  died  'earlv  and  i,;.  j      i 

girlhood  with  a  relative  'abroad    %te"t"d'''','''"'  "" 
beauty  so  faultless  that  it  had  .,.,„  ..T,..^^  developed  i„,o 

rather  to  the  world  of  pedestal7;;d""«t'Zuerr  ''"™^''* 
niry  young  womanhood.  catalogues  than  to  ordi- 
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But  the  truth  was  that  she  was  not  an  ordinary  young  woman 
at  all. 

**  I  suppose,"  she  said  at  dinner  on  the  evening  of  her  visit 
to  the  Briarley  cottage, — "  I  suppose  these  work  people  are 
very  radical  in  their  views." 

"Why?"  asked  her  father. 

"  I  went  into  a  cottage  this  afternoon  and  found  a  young 
workman  there  in  his  working  clothes,  and  instead  of  leaving 
the  room  he  remained  in  it  as  if  that  was  the  most  natural 
thing  to  do.  It  struck  me  that  he  must  belong  to  the  class  of 
people  we  read  of." 

"  I  don't  know  much  of  the  political  state  of  affairs  now," 
said  Mr.  Ffrennh.  "  Some  of  these  fellows  are  always  bad 
enough,  and  this  Haworth  rose  from  the  ranks.  He  was  a 
foundry  lad  himself" 

"  I  met  Mr.  Haworth,  too,"  said  Miss  Ffrench.  "  He 
stopped  in  the  street  to  stand  looking  after  the  carriage.  He 
is  a  very  big  person." 

"He  is  a  very  successful  fellow,"  with  something  like  a 
sigh.  "  A  man  who  has  made  of  himself  what  he  has 
through  sheer  power  of  will  and  business  capacity  is  a  genius." 

"  What  has  he  made  of  himself?"  inquired  Miss  Ffrench. 

"  Well,"  replied  her  father,  "  the  man  is  actually  a  millionaire. 
He  is  at  the  head  of  his  branch  .of  the  trade ;  he  leads  the 
other  manufacturers  ;  he  is  a  kind  of  king  in  the  place.  People 
may  ignore  him  if  they  choose.  He  does  not  care,  and  there 
is  no  reason  why  he  should." 

Mr.  Ffrench  became  rather  excited.  He  flushed  and  spoke 
uneasily. 

*'  There  are  plenty  of  gentlemen,"  he  said.  *'  We  have 
gentlemen  enough  and  to  spare,  but  we  have  few  men  who  can 
make  a  path  through  the  world  for  themselves  as  he  has  done. 
For  mv  part,  I  admire  the  man.  He  has  the  kind  of  face 
which  moves  me  to  admiration." 

"  I  dare  say,"  said  Miss  French,  slowly,   "  that  you  would 
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have  admired  the  young  workman  I  saw.  It  struck  me  at  the 
time  that  you  would." 

•'  By  the  bye,"  her  father  asked  with  a  new  interest,  "  what 
kind  of  a  young  fellow  was  he?  Perhaps  it  was  the  young 
fellow  who  is  half  American  and " 

"  He  did  not  look  like  an  Englishman,"  she  interrupted. 
"  He  was  too  dark  and  tall  and  unconscious  of  himself,  in  spite 
of  his  awkwardness.  He  did  not  know  that  he  was  out  of 
place." 

"  I  have  no  doubt  it  was  this  Murdoch.  He  is  a  peculiar 
fellow,  and  I  am  as  much  interested  in  him  as  in  Haworth. 
His  father  was  a  Lancashire  man,— a  half-crazy  inventor  who 
died  leaving  an  unfinished  model  which  was  to  have  made  his 
fortune.  T  have  heard  a  great  deal  of  the  sou.  I  wish  I  had 
seen  him." 

Rachel  Ffrench  made  no  reply.     She  had  heard  this  kind  of 
thing  before.     There  had  been  a  young  man  from  Cumber- 
land who  had  been  on  the  point  of  inventing  a  new  propelling 
power,  but  had,  somehow  or  other,  not  done  it ;  there  had  been 
a  machinist  from  Manchester  who  had  created  an  entirely  new 
order  of  loom— which  had  not  worked;  and  there  had  been 
half  a  dozen   smaller   lights   whose   inventions,   though   less 
mvolved,  would  still  have  made  fortunes— if  they  had  been  quite 
practical.     But  Mr.   Ffrench  had  mounted  his  hobby,  which 
always  stood  saddled  and  bridled.     He  talked  of  Haworth  and 
Haworth's  success,  the  Works  and  thier  machinery.     He  calcu- 
lated the  expenses  and  the  returns  of  the  business.     He  even 
took  out  his  tablets  to  get  at  the  profits  more  accurately,  and 
got  down  the  possible  cost  of  various  improvements  which 
had  suggested  themselves. 

"He  has  done  so  much,"  he  said,  "  that  it  would  be  easy 
for  him  to  do  more.  He  could  accomplish  anvthintr  if  Hp  w^r. 
a  better  educated  man-or  had  an  educated  man  ^as  partner. 
Ihey  say,"  he  remarked  a-fiierward,  "that  this  Murdoch  is  not 
an  Ignoramus  by  any  means.     I  hear  that  he  has  a  positive 
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passion  for  books  and  that  he  has  made  several  quite  remark- 
able improvements  and  additions  to  the  machinery  at  the 
Works.  It  would  be  an  odd  thing,"  biting  the  end  of  his  pen- 
cil with  a  thoughtful  air,  "  it  would  be  a  dramatic  sort  of  thing 
if  he  should  make  a  success  of  the  idea  the  poor  fellow,  his 
father,  left  incomplete." 

Indeed  Miss  Ffrench  was  quite  prepared  for  his  after-state- 
ment that  he  intended  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  Works  and  their 
owner  the  next  morning,  though  she  could  not  altogether 
account  for  the  slight  hint  of  secret  embarrassment  which 
she  fancied  displayed  itself  when  he  made  the  anouncement. 

"  It's  true  the  man  is  rough  and  high-handed  enough,"  he 
said.  He  has  not  been  too  civil  in  his  behavior  to  me  in  times 
gone  by,  but  I  should  like  to  know  more  of  him  in  spite  of  it. 
He  is  worth  cultivating." 

He  appeared  at  the  Works  the  following  morning,  awaken- 
ing thereby  some  interest  among  the  shrewder  spirits  who  knew 
him  of  old. 

"  What's  he  up  to  now  ?  "  they  said  to  each  other.  "  He's 
getten  some  crank  i'  his  yed  or  he  would  na  be  here." 

Not  being  at  any  time  specially  shrewd  in  the  study  of 
human  nature,  it  must  be  confessed  that  Mr.  Ffrench  was  not 
prepared  for  the  reception  he  met  with  in  the  owner's  room. 
In  his  previous  rare  interviews  with  Jem  Haworth  he  had  been 
accorded  but  slight  respect  His  advances  had  been  met  in  a 
manner  savoring  of  rough  contempt,  his  ephemeral  hobbies  dis- 
posed of  with  the  amiable  candor  of  the  practical  and  not  too 
polished  mind ;  he  knew  he  had  been  jeered  at  openly  at  times, 
and  now  the  man  who  had  regarded  him  lightly  and  as  if  he 
felt  that  he  held  the  upper  hand,  received  him  almost  with  a 
confused,  self-conscious  air.  He  even  flushed  when  he  got  up 
and  awkardly  shook  hands.  "  Perhaps,"  said  his  visitor  to 
himself,  "  events  have  taught  him  to  feel  the  lack  in  himself 
after  all." 

"  I  looked  forward,  before  my  return,  to  calling  upon  you," 
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"  And  I  am  glad  to  have  the  opportunity  at 


he  said  aloud, 
last." 

Haworth  reseated  himself  after  giving  him  a  chair,  and 
answered  with  a  nod  and  a  somewhat  incoherent  welcome. 

Ffrench  settled  himself  with  an  agreeable  consciousness  of 
bemg  less  at  a  loss  before  the  man  than  he  had  ever  been  in 
his  life. 

"What  I  have  seen  abroad,"  he  said,  "has  added  to  the 
mterest  I  have  always  felt  in  our  own  manufactures.  You 
know  that  is  a  thing  I  have  always  carf  d  for  most.  People 
have  called  it  my  hobby,  though  I  don't  think  that  is  quite  the 
right  name  for  it.  You  have  done  a  great  deal  since  I  went 
away." 

"  I  shall  do  more  yet,"  said  Haworth  with  effort,  "  before  I've 
done  with  the  thing." 

"You've  done  a  good  deal  for  Broxton.  The  place 
has  grown  wonderfully.  Those  cottages  of  yours  are  good 
work." 

Haworth  warmed  up.  His  hand  fell,  upon  the  table  before 
hmi  heavily. 

"It's  not  Broxton  I'm  aimin'  at,"  he  said.  "  Broxton's 
naught  to  me.  I'll  have  good  work  or  none.  It's  this  place 
here  I'm  at  work  on.  I've  said  I'd  set  '  Haworth's '  above  'em 
all,  and  I'll  do  it." 

I*  You  have  done  it  already,"  answered  Ffrench. 

"  Ay,  but  I  tell  you  I'll  set  it  higher  yet.  I've  got  the  money 
and  I  ve  got  the  will.  There's  none  on  'em  can  back  down 
Jem  Haworth." 

"No,"  said  Ffrench,  suddenly  and  unaccountablv  conscious 
of  a  weakness  in  himself  and  his  position.  He  did  not  quite 
understand  the  man.     His  heat  was  a  little  confusing. 

T.  his,"  he  decided  mentally,  «'  is  /iis  hobby." 

a  .....„^u  uiui  rcai  excitement  us  Haworth  launched 
out  more  freely  and  with  a  stronger  touch  of  braggadocio. 

He  had  set  out  in  his  own  line  and  he  meant  to  follow  it  in 
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spite  of  all  the  gentlemen  manutacturers  in  England.     He  had 
asked  for  help  from  none  of  them,  and  they  had  given  him 
none.     He'd  brought  up  the  trade  and  he'd  made  money. 
There  wasn't  a  bigger  place  in  the  country  than  "  Haworth's  " 
nor  a  place  that  did  the  work  it  did.     He'd  have  naught  cheap 
and  he'd  have  no  fancy  prices.     The  chaps  that  worked  for 
him  knew  their  business  and  knew  they'd  lose  naught  by  stick- 
ing to  it.     The  knew,  too,  they'd  got  a  master  who  looked 
sharp  after  'em  and  stood  no  cheek  nor  no  slack  dodges. 
^^  ''  I've  got  the  best  lot  in  the  trade  under  me,"  he  said 
"  I've  got  a  young  chap  in  the  engine-room  as  knows  more 
about  machinery  than  half  the  top-sawyers  in  England.     By 
George  !  I  wish  I  knew  as  much.     He's  a  quiet  chap  and  he's 
young;  but  if  he  knew  how  to  look  a  bit  sharper  after  himself 
he'd  make  his  fortune.     The  trouble  is  he's  too  quiet  and  a  bit 
too  much  of  a  gentleman  without  knowing  it.     By  George  !  he  ts 
a  gentleman,  if  he  is  naught  but  Jem  Haworth's  engineer." 

_  "  He  is  proud  of  the  fellow,"  thought  Ffrench.     -  Proud  of 
him,  because  he  ts  a  gentleman." 

"He  knows  what's  worth  knowing,"  Haworth  went  on. 
"And  he  keeps  it  to  himself  till  the  time  comes  to  use  it. 
He's  a  chap  that  keeps  his  mouth  shut.  He  comes  up  to  my 
house  and  reads  my  books.  I've  not  been  brought  up  to  books 
myself,  but  there's  none  of  em  /le  can't  tackle.  He's  welcome 
to  use  aught  I've  got.  I'm  not  such  a  fool  as  to  grudge  him 
what  all  my  brass  won't  buy  me." 

"I  think  I've  heard  of  him,"  said  Ffrench.  "You  mean 
Murdoch." 

"  Ay,"  Haworth  answered,  "  I  mean  Murdoch  ;  and  there's 
not  many  chaps  like  him.  He's  the  only  one  of  the  sort  I  ever 
run  up  against." 

"  I  should  like  to  see  him,"  said  Ffrench.  "  My  daughter 
saw  him  yesterday  in  one  of  the  workmen's  cottages  and,"  with 
a  faint  smile,  "he  struck  her  as  having  rather  the  air  of  a  radical 
It  was  one  of  her  feminine  fancies." 
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There  was  a  moment's  halt  and  then  Haworth  made  his  re 
ply  as  forcibly  as  ever. 

"  Radical  be  hanged,"  he  said.  "  He's  got  work  o'  his  own 
to  attend  to.  He's  one  of  the  kind  as  leaves  th'  radicals  alone. 
He's  a  straightforward  chap  that  cares  more  for  his  books  than 
aught  else.  I  won't  say,"  a  trifle  grudgingly,  "  that  he's  not  a 
bit  too  straight  in  some  things." 

There  was  a  halt  again  here  which  Ffrench  rather  wondered 
at ;  then  Haworth  spoke  again,  bluntly  and  yet  lagging  a  little. 

"  I— I  saw  her.  Miss  Ffrench,  myself  yesterday.  I  was  walk- 
ing down  the  street  when  her  carriage  passed." 

Ffrench  looked  at  him  with  an  inward  start.  It  was  his  turn 
to  flush  now. 

"  I  think,"  he  said,  "  that  she  mentioned  it  to  me." 

He  even  appeared  a  trifle  pre-occupied  for  some  minutes 
afterward  and  when  he  roused  himself  laughed  and  spoke 
nervously.  The  color  did  not  die  out  of  his  face  during  the 
remainder  of  his  visit ;  even  after  he  had  made  the  tour  of  the 
Works  and  looked  at  the  machinery  and  given  a  good  deal  of 
information  concerning  the  manner  in  which  they  were  done 
on  the  Continent,  it  was  still  there  and  perhaps  it  deepened 
slightly  as  he  spoke  his  parting  words. 

"  Then,"  he  said,  "  I— we  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you  at  dinner  to-morrow  evening?" 

"  Yes,"  Haworth  answered,  "  I'll  be  there." 


CHAPTER  XIV. 


NEARLY  AN  ACCIDENT. 

It  was  Rachel  Ffrench  who  received  her  father's  guest  the 
following  evening.  Mr.  Ffrench  had  been  delayed  in  his 
return  from  town  and  was  still  in  his  dressing-room,  and  accord- 
ingly when  Haworth  was  announced,  the  doors  of  the  drawing- 
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The  room  was  long  and  stately,  and  after  she  had  risen  from 
her  seat  «  took  Miss  Ffrench  some  little  time  to  make  her  Z 
from  one  end  to  the  other.     Haworth  had  unconsciouslv  h.lT^d 

tardortTet"": '"'■'' "''^  "°'  ""'"  ''^e4har- 

mee,  her     Herd""  If     '  'f'"^"  ''''"'''"  '"  "d--^  "> 
meet  t^er.     He  did  not  knon-  why  he  had  paused  at  first  and 

h.s  sudden  knowledge  that  he  had  done  so  roldhmtoa 
momentary  savage  anger. 

a  fooo"^  "  '"  *"'  '"''' '°  '''"■""■•  "^y  "J^d  I  «""<!  'here  like 

wala  for  morr,"  ."",'  "I'^.^'P'-'"'''  "riefly.  His  own  house 
was  a  far  more  splendid  affair  than  Ffrench's,  and  araone  his 
"Sttors  from  London  and  Manchester  there  were  costumes  fe 

tl^aToft'T  '"h    1  ""'''  ™^"^--     H^    ~   t 

Ffrench  wore  no  ""  "'  ''"^  "'  '""'»'  -'"-  «- 
*lrench  wore  no  ornaments  at  .oil,  and  her  dark  purole  dress 

was  simple  and  ciose-clinging.  ^^        "^ 

^^A  couple  of  paces  from  him  she  stopped  and  held  out  her 

ul^J  '!"?"I"'  ^  «'"''  •"  "^^  J-""-"  'he  said.     "  He  was 

dot,   tX  f;  a  /""''  '"'  T"'"«  ''y  ">-'--•     He  wUrbe 
uown  stairs  m  a  few  moments. ' 

His  sense  of  being  at  a  disadvantage  when,  after  she  had 

A  grei: het  'T.  ""'  'H^'  ^'"  '^'''-  "-  overwhet.ng 

only  by  the  i2  t   w""  'T  I  "^  ""'■  °^  '"«  ™<""'  h^k'n 
only  by  the  light  ticking  of  the  clock,  was  misery     His  eve 

raveled  stealthily  from  the  hem  of  her  dark  pupegown'o 

u::'zziiTi'rr''''''  "^  "^  ^ad^otaCt: 

utter.     It  made  him  feel  almost  brutal 

"But  the  day'll  come  ye^,"  he  protested  inwardly,  and  feel- 
ing his  weakness  as  he  thought  it    "  whf^n   T'li  u  /a 
i  ._  „...,..  ,^  „ciuic,  ana  i  ij  uo  it  again  " 

Miss  Ffrench  regarded  him  with  a  clear  and  direct  ga«. 
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i  if 
She  did  not  look  away  from  him  at  all ;  she  was  not  at  all  em-  \*-i^f"Ml!!!  i 


m). 


calmness 


barrassed, 

face  was  quite  as  perfect  in  expression. 

"  My  father  told  me  of  his  visit  to  your  place,"  she  said. 
"He  interested  me  very  much.  I  should  like  to  see  the 
Works,  if  you  admit  visitors.     I  know  nothing  of  such  things.'' 

"  Any  time  you  choose  to  come,"  he  answered,  "  I'll  show 
you  round— and  be  glad  to  do  it.  It's  a  pretty  big  place  of 
the  kind."  j      &  f 

He  was  glad  she  had  chosen  this  subject.  If  she  would  only 
go  on,  it  would  not  be  so  bad.  He  would  be  in  his  own 
groove.     And  -.he  did  go  on. 

"  I've  seen  very  little  of  Broxton,"  she  proceeded.  "  I  spent, 
a  few  weeks  here  before  going  abroad  again  with  my  father, 
and  I  cannot  say  I  have  been  very  fond  of  it.  I  do  not  like 
England,  and  on  the  Continent  one  hears  unpleasant  things  of 
English  manufacturing  towns.  "  I  think,"  smiling  a  little  for 
the  first  time,  "  that  one  always  associates  them  with  '  strikes ' 
and  squalid  people." 

"  There  is  not  much  danger  of  strikes  here,"  he  replied.  "  I 
give  my  chaps  fair  play  and  let  "em  know  who's  master." 

'•'  But  they  have  radical  clubs,"  she  said,  "  and  talk  politics 
and  get  angry  when  they  are  not  sober.  I've  heard  that  much 
already." 

"  They  don't  talk  'em  in  my  place,"  he  answered,  dogmati- 
cally. 

He  was  not  quite  sure  whether  it  relieved  him  or  not  when 
Ffrench  entered  at  this  moment  and  interrupted  them.  He  was 
more  at  his  ease  with  Ffrench,  and  yet  he  felt  himself  at  a  dis- 
advantage still.  He  scarcely  knew  how  the  night  passed.  A 
feverish  unrest  was  upon  him.  Sometimes  he  hardly  heard 
what  his  entertainer  said,  and  Mr.  Ffrench  was  in  one  of  his 

" -  """  '^'"uoc  iiiocus.     lie  ahspiayed  his  knowledge 

of  trade  and  mechanics  with  gentlemanly  ostentation;  he 
talked  of  -  Trades'  Unions"  and  the  master's  difficulties ;  he 
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'ZllTsf  ";;:"^-'-7'P°«"«  a„d  expiated  onCo„.i„en.al 

r,S  r  ?  J        ^'^'""'  "■'  1"""°"  °f  demand  and  sunnlv 
and  touched  on  " protective  tariff."  ^^^ 

thinkflt  un";?"'"  ,"'7""'  «">"'"g  •"■""  mentally,  "|,e 
tnrn»s  1  m  up  to  naught  else,  and  he's  right  " 

She  lisLldld  T":' /'"•  '''""^^  '°'"^''  '"  »"'  -Worn, 
ane  listened  and  looked  on  in  a  manner  of  which  Hiworth 

rh-rr:  'r,  'v '-'' '''-  "-"«■"  -<<" - 

did  no  touch  herj^alland^';  '°'"''  ,°"  ''  ''  '""^  -"- 
them     H^rl  ^^  "^'  °'''''  '■^'""y  "^""""s  about 

ulTmere".     he     ""f  °"  ''™^^"  "'"^  ^  ^^"«  "'  "'  -'ch- 

of  tngeft'res     r„t  aTd  """  t  "'  ^"  "■™"^''  "  ="''  '"" 

in  spite  Of  it  a^nrmtlf  ''  ™"  ""'="'''  ""^  """P^- 

When,  at  her  father's  request,  she  played  and  san^  he  sat 

If    he  Tad  n'lav"  H  >"  TT  '"""'^  '  '™«"^ '''  "■  nevertheless 
sne  had  played  badly  he  would  have  taken  the  lark  nf  i,,, 

pleasure,  while  he  did  not  comprehend 

roid  ir,h'  Tu\°""  ^""^  ^'  '"""'^  '''""e'f  ""'  "'one  in  the 
road  in  the  dark,  he  was  feverish  still  and  his  throat  was  dry 

sight  'tL!?    L  r  ""^'  "'"«'"•"  '''  ^"'d,  "a.  th'  firs. 
Zlr  .     •■"''^^'^  "'"■  ^°SS'^'^  exultation,  "  But  I  don't 

look  for  smooth  sailing.     I  know  enough  for  that.     I've  seen 

Xlite'::.'"'^"  "--"''"'-'-o"''  setting  dow„-r: 

„f  "^h  "w'f  °^  ""^  ""''  ^  '""^ge  drove  up  to  the  gate-wav 

from  r  Mr%T' "";• ''""^"^  '""'  "''  "^-S"'"  ^^^  "de^ 
irom  It.     Mr.  Ffrench  was  in  the  best  of  humors  :  he  was  in 

1  ,    "^ff  ■   ."^  ''^d  been  expatiating  upon  them  dnrin.  -he 
wiiuic  or  the  drive.  ° 

On  their  being  joined  by  Haworth  himself,  Miss  Ffrench 
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decided  inwardly  that  here  upon  his  own  domain  he  was  not 
so  wholly  objectionable  as  she  had  fancied  at  first-even  that 
he  was  deserving  of  a  certain  degree  of  approval.  Despite  the 
signs  of  elated  excitement,  her  quick  eye  detected  at  once  that 
he  was  more  at  his  ease.  His  big  frame  did  not  look  out  of 
place ;  he  moved  as  if  he  was  at  home,  and  upon  the  whole  his 

ugh  air  of  authority  and  the  promptness  with  which  his  com 
mands  were  obeyed  did  not  displease  her. 

"  He  is  master,"  she  said  to  herself. 

She  was  fond  of  power  and  liked  the  evidence  of  it  in  others 
She  did  not  object  to  the  looks  the  men,  who  were  at  work, 
cast  upon  her  as  she  went  from  one  department  to  another 
Her  beauty  had  never  yet  failed  to  command  masculine  horn- 
age  from  all  ranks.  The  great  black  fellows  at  the  furnaces 
exchanged  comments  as  she  passed.  They  would  have  paused 
in  their  work  to  look  at  her  if  they  had  dared,  but  they  did  not 
dare  The  object  of  their  admiration  bore  it  calmly ;  it  neither 
confounded  nor  touched  her  j  it  did  not  luove  her  at  all 

Mr.  Ffrench  commented,  examined  and  explained  with  de- 
lightful eloquence. 

"  VVe  are  fortunate  in  timing  our  visit  so  well,"  he  said  to  his 
daughter.  -  They  are  filling  an  immense  order  for  the  most 
important  railroad  in  the  country.  On  my  honor,  I  would 
rather  be  at  the  head  of  such  a  gigantic  establishment  than  sit 
on  the  throne  of  England  !  But  where  is  this  protege  of  yours  ?" 
he  said  to  Haworth  at  last.  "  I  should  like  above  all  things  to 
see  him.  ° 

"Murdoch?"  answered  Haworth.  "Oh,  we're  coming  to 
hm  after  a  bit.     He's  in  among  the  engines." 

When  they  reached  the  engine-rooms  Haworth  presented 
him  With  httle  ceremony,  and  explained  the  purpose  of  their 
visit.     They  wanted  to  see  the  engines  and  he  was  the  man  to 

—  5 il\\JS\.    \jv    llicill. 

Mr.  Ffrench's  interest  was  awakened  readilv.  The  mechanic 
irom   Cumberland   had   been   a  pretentious   ignoramus;  the 


4 


\'\ 


86 


"haworth's; 


young  man  from   Manchester  had  dropped  his  aspirates  and 

^:^jf''T  '''^''"'  -^-^- '- th- :r:trob' 

je^^ionable  form  of  genus. 

abk  ■'»„!['""'''  ^'"'" '"  ''^  """"»"'  ^"^  "^ke  himself  arM. 
able,  and  lu  a  sljort  e.me  was  very  well  en.enained  indeed 

t.T  Zt/'T'r'  '"'  '"^'"  •'—-'ions  Of  in. 
terest.  SI  e  d,d  not  undersan.l  the  conversation  which  was 
be.ng  carr,ed  „„  between  her  father  and  Murdoch,  d  2 
made  no  pretense  of  doing  so. 

«Ih'  ''  ""  T  "'"  '°  '^"''"  ^"^  '''^  '»  H^vorth  as  they 
stood  near  each  other.  ' 

"  It's  all  clear  enough  to  him,"  said  Haworth,  signifying 
Murdoch  with  a  gesture.  »1ti"iying 

Upon  which  Miss  Ffrench  smiled  a  little.  She  was  not  sen- 
s.t.ve  upon  the  subject  of  her  father's  hobbies,  and  the  coarse 
frankness  of  the  remark  amused  her. 

But  notwithstanding  her  lack  of  intc  est  she  drew  nearer  to 
the  engme  finally  and  stood  looking  a.  i,,  f.elin.  a  onceTsc' 
motion       ""P'^^^^""^  over-powered  by  u.,  heavy,  invariable 

It  was  as  she  stood  in  this  way  a  little  huer  that  Murdoch's 
glance  fell  upon  her.     The  next  instant,  with  the  simultaneou 
c.y  of  terror  whicl,  broke  from  the  others,  he  had  thrown    im 
ef  forward  and  dragged  her  back  by  main  force,  and  amol 
he  thunderous  wheels  and  rods  and  shafts  there  was  slow"v 
twjsted  and  torn  and  ground  into  shreds  a  fragment  o  The 
sect?  if  fn'  '"  '""■    ''  "^^  ^--^'^  •'«  -rko    a 

"Good  God  .'"h''"''"!'' '"""' '"'■"  """'  ='»'» "^-bling. 

Good  God!    he  cned.     "Good  God!     What "the 

words  died  upon  his  bloodless  lips 

J^^-'r^^"f"""^  '^"'doch's  grasp  and  stood  upright 

lht,vh"°L  H      t'u"'"'"''"'^''^  '"""^'^  «  her  father  fnd 
l.ght!y  brushed  with  her  hand  her  sleeve  at  the  wrist.     Despite 

her  Dalorif  wnc    rIifflr..,U  *. i:__     .,  .  respite 

'  ■    —   "-"-"'^  i^  icuiizt:  mat  she   only  held  herself 

erect  by  a  terrible  effort  of  self-control.  ^^^'^  herself 
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bv'lmn  JhT  ""' '"'"     "  ""'"  ""  "  ^^"ow""'  '<™an.  passing 
oy,  slopped  to  stare  ai  wim. 

"  What's  up  wi'  thee  ?"  he  asked.  -  Has  ha  been  punsin 
Haworth  o'er  again  ?"  The  incident  referred  to  being  aW 
remembered  as  a  savory  and  delectable  piece  of  humor  ' 

Murdoch  turned  to  himwu.i  a  dazed  look 

cidenr  '  \^„^'^"^"^^^^;  .  "  We-have  very  nearly  had  an  ac- 
cident.      And  wen.  0,1  his  way  without  further  explanation 


CHAPTER  XV. 

"it  would  be  a  good  thing." 

Exciting  events  were  not  so  common  in  Broxton  and  its 
vicinity  that  this  one  could  remain  in  the  background  I.  fur 
nished  a  topic  of  conversation  for  the  dinner  and  ,ea-tat,Ies  of 
eveo'  family  within  ten  miles  of  Ihe  place.  On  Murdoch's 
next  visit  to  the  Briarleys',  Granny  Dixon  insisted  on  haviL 
.he  matter  explained  for  the  fortieth  time  ano  was  manife  «y 
disgusted  by  the  lack  of  dramatic  incident  connected  with  k 

ha  seed  her  dress  catch  i'  th'  wheel  an'  dragged  her  ba^k  » 
she  shouted.  ;.  Was  na  theer  newt  else  ?  Did  na  she  swoTnd 
away,  nor  nothin'?"  *vtuna 

einZt"  '°'''""'-  " ^^^ ^^ ""' '"'"' "■"" ^^^ •'"pp^"- 

,h.?r  ^  ^'r  ^"'^  '■'"'  ^  ''"''"''  S''^^  °f  examination  and 

,^^'7, ^  ."'^'  ""^^  "  connaeniial  remark,  presented  at  the 

lop  ot  ner  voice. 

"  I  conna  bide  her,"  she  said, 
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"  What  did  Mr.  Ffrench  say  to  thee  ?"  asked  Janey.  "  Does 
tha  think  he'll  gie  thee  owt  fur  it  ?" 

*'  No,"  answered  Murdoch.     "  He  wont  do  that." 

"  He  owt  to,"  said  Janey  fretfully.  "  An'  tha  owt  to  tak'  it, 
if  he  does,  Tna  does  na  think  enow  o'  money  an'  th'  loike. 
Yo'll  nivver  get  on  i'  th'  world  if  yo'  mak'  light  o'  money  an' 
let  it  slip  by  yo'." 

Floxham  had  told  the  story  somewhat  surlily  to  his  friends, 
and  his  friends  had  retailed  it  over  their  beer,  and  the  particu- 
lars had  thus  become  common  property. 

"  What  did  she  say?"  Floxham  had  remarked  at  the  first 
relation.  "  She  said  nowt,  that's  what  she  said.  She  did  na 
quoite  mak'  th'  thing  out  at  first,  an'  she  stood  theer  brushin' 
th'  black  off  her  sleeve.  Happen,"  sardonically,  "  she  did  na 
loike  th'  notion  o'  a  working  chap  catchin'  howd  on  her  wi'out 
apologizin'," 

Haworth  asked  Murdoch  to  spend  an  evening  with  him,  and 
sat  moody  and  silent  through  the  greater  part  of  it.  At  last 
he  said  : 

"  You  think  you've  been  devilish  badly  treated,"  he  said. 
"  But,  by  the  Lord  !  I  wish  I  was  in  your  place." 

"You  wish,"  repeated  Murdoch,  "that  you  were  in  ray 
place?  I  don't  know  that  it  is  a  particularly  pleasant  place  to 
be  in." 

Haworth  leaned  forward  upon  the  table  and  stared  across 
at  him  gloomily. 

"  Look  here,"  he  said.  "  You  know  naught  about  her. 
She's  hard  to  get  at ;  but  she'll  remember  what's  happened ; 
cool  as  she  took  it,  she'll  remember  it." 

"I  don't  want  her  to  remember  it,"  returned  Murdoch. 
"  Why  should  it  matter  ?  It's  a  thing  of  yesterday.  It  was 
nothing  but  chance.     Let  it  go." 

''Confound  it!"  said  Haworth,  with  a  restive  moroseness. 
"  I  tell  you  I  wish  I'd  been  in  your  place— at  twice  the  risk." 

The  same  day  Mr.  Ffrench  had  made  a  pilgrimage  to  the 
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Works  for  the  purpose  of  setting  his  mind  at  rest  and  express- 
ing his  gratitude  in  a  graceful  manner.  In  fact  he  was  rather 
glad  of  the  opportunity  to  ]  sent  himself  upon  the  ground  so 
soon  again.  But  on  confronting  the  hero  of  the  hour,  he 
found  that  somehow  the  affair  dwindled  and  assumed  an 
altogether  incidental  and  unheroic  aspect.  His  rather  high- 
flown  phrases  modified  themselves  and  took  a  different  tone. 

"  He  is  either  very  reserved  or  very  shy,"  he  said  afterward 
to  his  daughter.  "  It  is  not  easy  to  reach  him  at  the  outset. 
There  seems  a  lack  of  enthusiasm  about  him,  so  to  speak." 

'*  Will  he  come  to  the  house?"  asked  Miss  Ffrench. 

"  Oh  yes.  I  suppose  he  will  come,  but  it  was  very  plain 
that  he  would  rather  have  stayed  away.  He  had  too  much 
good  staste  to  refuse  point-blank  to  l^t  you  speak  to  him." 

*'  Good  taste  !"  repeated  Miss  Ffrench. 

Her  father  turned  upon  her  with  manifest  irritation. 

"Good  taste!"  he  repeated  petulantly.  "  Cannot  you  see 
that  the  poor  fellow  is  a  gentleman  ?  I  wish  you  would  show 
less  of  this  nonsensical  caste  prejudice,  Rachel." 

"  I  suppose  one  necessarily  dispenses  with  a  good  deal  of  it 
in  a  place  like  this,"  she  answered.  "  In  making  friends  with 
Mr.  Haworth,  for  instance " 

Mr.  Ffrench  drew  nearer  to  her  and  rested  his  elbow  upon 
the  mantel  with  rather  an  embarrassed  expression. 

"  I  wish  you  to — to  behave  well  to  Haworth,"  he  said  falter- 
ing,    "  I — a  great  deal  may — may  depend  upon  it." 

She  looked  at  him  at  once,  lifting  her  eyes  in  a  serene 
glance. 

"  Do  you  want  to  go  in  the  iron  trade  ?"  she  asked  relent- 
lessly. 

He  blushed  scarlet,  but  she  did  not  move  her  eyes  from  his 
face  on  that  account. 

"  What — wh  It  Haworth  needs,"  he  stammered,  '*  is  a — a 
man  of  education  to — to  assist  him,  A  man  who  had  studied 
the  scientific  features  of— of  things,  might  suggest  valuable 
F 
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Ideas  to  him.     There  is  an-an  immense  fieii  open  to  a  rich 
enterpnsmg  fellow  s.ch  as  he  is-a  man  who  is  fearless  and- 
and  who  has  the  means  to  carry  out  his  ventures  " 

J'^r^'^Tr.^  ""^  ^'''^  ^^"  ^'y'''  ^«  "ew  things,"  she 
remarked.     "Do  you  think  he  would?" 

ev7^'flT^"  ^?  •"''"'"  «^""^^^^'»S  mo.-e  hopelessly  than 
ever  'that  h,s  lack  of  cultivation  has- well,  has  forced  him 
to  act  m  a  smgle  groove.  If-if  he  had  a~a  partner  who- 
treWed  '^  '°^^''  '°  ^"^  3peak-his  business  would  be  doubled- 

She  repeated  aloud  one  of  hi?  words. 
"  A  partner,"  she  said. 

He  ran  his  hand  through  his  hair  and  stared  at  her,  wishing 
that  he  could  thmk  of  something  decided  to  say 

"  Does  he  know  you  would  like  to  be  his  partner  ?"  she 
asked  next, 

" N— no,"  he  faltered,  "not  exactly." 

She  sat  a  moment  looking  at  the  fire. 

"  I  do  not  believe  he  would  do  it,"  she  laid  at  last.  "  He 
ic  too  proud  of  having  done  everything  single-handed." 

Ihen  she  looked  at  her  father  again 

"If  he  would  "  she  said,  "and  there  were  no  rash  ventures 
made,  it  would  be  a  good  tiling." 


CHAP^-R  XVI. 

"A   POOR   CHAP    AS   IS    ALLUS   l'   TROUBLE." 

"It  was  nothing  but  a  cnance,  after  all,"  Murdoch  said  to  Miss 
Ffrench  just  as  he  had  said  to  Haworth.  '•  It  happened  that 
I  was  the  first  to  see  the  danger." 

She  stood  opposite  to  him'upon  the  hearth  in  her  father's 
house.     Neither  of  them  had  sat  down.     She  rested  her  arm 
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upon  the  low  mantel  and  played  with  a  flower  she  held  in  her 
hand.     She  looked  at  the  flower  as  she  made  her  reply. 

*'  You  think  of  it  very  lightly,"  she  said  with  rather  cold  de- 
liberateness.  He  did  not  regard  her  furtively  as  Haworth  had 
done.  Raising  her  eyes  suddenly,  after  she  had  said  this,  she 
met  his,  which  were  fixed  upon  her. 

''  No,"  he  answered.  "  Not  lightly  at  all.  It  was  a  horrible 
thing.     I  shall  never  forget  it." 

She  shuddered. 

"  Nor  I,"  she  said. 

Then  she  added,  rather  in  the  tone  of  one  reluctantly  mak- 
ing  a  confession  : 

"  I  have  not  slept  easily  through  one  night  since." 

"  That  is  very  natural,"  he  returned  :  "  but  the  feeling  will 
wear  away." 

He  would  have  left  her  then,  but  she  stopped  him  with  a 
gesture. 

"  Wait  a  moment,"  she  said.     "  There  is  something  else." 

He  paused  as  si  e  bade  him.  A  slight  color  rose  to  her 
cheek. 

"  When  I  spoke,"  she  said,  "  I  did  not  understand  at  all 
what  had  happened — not  at  all.  I  was  stunned  and  angry.  I 
thought  that  if  I  was  too  near  you,  you  might  have  spoken  in- 
stead of  doing  as  you  did."  Then  with  studied  coldness  and 
meeting  his  gaze  fully,  "  It  would  have  been  a  vile  thing  to 
have  said — if  I  had  understood." 

"  Yes,"  he  answered.  "  It  would  have  been  a  vile  thing,  if 
you  had  understood  ;  but  you  did  not,  and  I  realized  that  when 
I  had  time  to  think  over  it  coolly." 

"  Then  at  first,"  she  put  it  to  him,  "  it  made  you  angry  ?" 

"  Yes.  I  had  run  some  risk,  you  know,  and  had  had  the 
luck  to  save  your  life." 

The  interview  ended  here,  and  it  was  some  time  before  they 
met  again. 

But  Murdoch  heard  of  her  often ;  so  often  indeed  that  she 
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was  kept  pretty  constantly  before  him.     He  heard  of  her  from 
Haworth,  from  the  Briarleys,  from  numberless  sources  indeed 
It  became  her  caprice  to  make  a  kind  of  study  of  the  people 
around  her  and  to  find  entertainment  in  it.     When  she  drove 
through  the  streets  of  the  little  town,  past  the  workn.en's  cot- 
tages, and  the  Works  themselves,  she  was  stared  at  and  com 
mented  upon.     Her  beauty,  her  dress,  her  manners  roused 
the  beholders  either  to  lavish  or  grudging  acknowledgment. 
Dirty  children  sometimes  followed  her  carriage,  and  on  its 
stopping  at  any  point  a  small  crowd  gathered  about  it 

"  She's  been  here  again,"  shouted  Granny  Dixon  one  ^ven 
ing  as  Murdoch  took  a  seat  near  her  chair 
"Who?"  he  asked. 

"  Her.  That  lass  o'  Ffrench's-th'  one  I  conna  bide.  She 
mak  s  out  she's  ta'en  a  fancy  to  our  Janey.  I  dunnot  believe 
her,    at  a  louder  pitch  and  with  vigorous  nods. 

"  Tha  nasty  tempert  owd  body  !  "  cried  Mrs.  Briarley  soito 
voce.     "  Get  out  wi'  thee  ! "         . 

"What  art  tha  sayin'?"  demanded  her  guest.  "Dunnot 
tell  me  tha  wur  saying'  nowt.     T  saw  thee." 

"  I-I  wur  sayin'  it  wur  a  bad  day  for  th'  wash,"  faltered 
the  cnmmal,  "an'  fur  them  as  had  rheumatiz.  How's-how's 
thine.  Misses?" 

"  Tha'rt  tellin'  a  lee,"  was  the  rejoinder.     "  Tha  wert  snyin' 
summat  ill  o  me.     I  caught  thee  at  it." 
Then  going  back  to  the  subject  and  turning  to  Murdoch  • 
"  I  dunnot  believe  her !     She  cares  nowt  for  nowt  at  th' 
top  o  th  earth  but  hersen.     She  set  here  to-day  getten  'em  to 
mak  foos  o  theersens  because  it  happen't  to  suit  her     She's 
getten  nowt  better  to  do  an'  she  wants  to  pass  th'  toime-if 
theer's  nowt  else  at  th'  back  on  it.     She's  Will  Ffrench  ower 
again.     She  conna  mak'  a  foo'  o'  me." 

"  He  made  foo'  enow  o'  thee  i'  his  dav."  commPnf.H  tu.. 
Briarley,  cautiously.  "^  '"^"'" 

Granny  Dkon  favored  her  with  a  sharper  glance  than  before. 
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"  Tha'rt  sayin'  summat  ill  again,"  she  cried.  '*  Howd  thy 
tongue  !" 

"  Eh  !  "  whimpered  the  poor  woman.  "  A  body  dare  na 
say  theer  soul's  theer  own  when  hoo's  about— hoo's  that  sharp 
an'  ill-farrant." 

A  few  minutes  after  Briarley  came  in.  Janey  piloted  him 
and  he  entered  with  a  smile  at  once  apologetic  and  encour- 
aging. 

"  He  wur  theer,"  said  Janey.     "  But  he  had  na  had  nowt." 

Briarley  sidled  forw-  and  seated  himself  upon  the  edge 
of  a  chair;  his  smile  broadened  steadily,  but  he  was  in  a 
tremendous  minority.  Granny  Dixon  transfixed  him  with  her 
baleful  eye,  and  under  its  influence  the  smile  was  graduated 
from  exhilarated  friendliness  to  gravity,  from  gravity  to  gentle 
melancholy,  from  melancholy  to  deepest  gloom.  But  at  this 
stage  a  happy  thought  struck  him  and  he  beamed  again. 

"  How— how  art  tha  doin',  Misses  ?  "  he  quavered.  "  I  hope 
tha'rt  makin'  thysen  comfortable." 

The  reception  this  polite  anxiety  met  with  was  not  encour- 
aging. Granny  Dixon's  eye  assumed  an  expression  still  more 
baleful. 

"  Tha'st  been  at  it  again,"  she  shouted.  **  Tha'st  been  at  it 
again.  Tha'Il  neer  get  none  o'  my  brass  to  spend  at  the  ale- 
house.    Mak'  sure  o'  that." 

Mr.  Briarley  turned  his  attention  to  the  fire  again.  Melan- 
choly was  upon  the  point  of  marking  him  for  her  own,  when 
the  most  delicate  of  tact  came  to  his  rescue. 

"  It  is  na  thy  brass  we  want,  Misses,"  he  proclaimed.  "  It's 
—it's  thy  comp'ny."  And  then  clenched  the  matter  by  adding 
still  more  feebly,  "  Ay,  to  be  sure  it's  thy  comp'ny,  is  na  it, 
Sararann  ?  " 

"  Ay,"  faltered  Mrs.  Briarley,  "  fo  be  sure." 

"  It's  nowt  o'  th'  soart,"  answered  Granny  Dixon,  in  the 
tone  of  the  last  trump.  "  An  dunnot  yo'  threep  me  down  as 
it  is." 
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Mr.  Bnarley's  countenance  fell.  Mrs.  Briarley  shed  a  few 
natural  tears  under  cover  of  the  baby;  discretion  and  0  licacy 
forbade  either  to  retort.  Their  venerable  gue.st  having  badg- 
ered them  into  submission  glared  at  the  fire  with  the  air  of  one 
who  detected  its  feeble  cunning  ind  defied  it. 

It  was  Mr.  Briarley  who  first  attempted  to  recover  cheer- 
fulness. 

"  Tha'st  had  quality  to  see  thee,  Sararann,"  he  ventured. 
"  Our  Jane  towd  me." 

"  Ay,"  answered  Mrs.  Briarley,  tearfully. 

Mr.  Briarley  fell  into  indiscreet  reverie. 

"  The  chap  as  gets  her,"  he  said,  "  'II  get  a  han'some  lass.  I 
would  na  moind,"  modestly,  "  I  would  na  moind  bein'  i'  his 
shoes  mysen." 

Mrs.  Briarley's  smothered  wrongs  broke  forth. 

"  Thee  ! "  she  cried  out.  "  Tha  brazant  nowt !  I  wonder 
tha'rt  na  sham't  o'  thy  face— talkin'  i'  that  rood  about  a  lady, 
an'  afore  thy  own  wife  !     I  wonder  tha  art  na  sham't." 

Mr.  Briarley's  courage  forsook  him.  He  sought  refuge  in 
submissive  penitence  almost  lachrymose. 

"  I  did  na  mean  nowt,  Sararann,"  he  protested  meekly.  "  It 
wur  a  slip  o'  th'  tongue,  lass.  I'm— I'm  not  th'  build  as  a 
young  woman  o'  that  soart  ud  be  loike  to  tak'  up  wi." 

"  Yo'  wur  good  enow  for  me  onct,"  replied  Mrs.  Briarley, 
sharply.  «  A  noice  un  yo'  are  settin'  yore  wedded  wife  below 
other  people— as  if  she  wur  dirt." 

"Ay,  Sararann,"  the  criminal  faltered,  "I  wur  good  enow 
for  yo'  but — but — yo " 

But  at  this  point  he  dropped  his  head  upon  his  hand,  shak- 
ing it  in  mournful  contrition. 

"  I'm  a  poor  chap,"  he  said.  "  I'm  nowt  but  a  poor  chap  as 
IS  alius  i'  trouble.  I'm  not  th'  man  yo'  ought  to  ha'  had, 
Sararann." 

"  Nay,"  retorted  Mrs.  Briarley.  "That  tha'rt  not,  an' it's  a 
pity  tha  did  na  foind  that  theer  out  twelve  year  ago." 
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Mr.  Briarley  shook  his  head  with  a  still  deeper  depression. 

"  Ay,  Sararann,"  he  answered,  "seems  loike  it  is." 

He  did  not  recover  himself  until  Murdoch  took  his  depar- 
ture, and  then  he  followed  him  deprecatingly  to  the  door. 

"  Does  tha  think,"  he  asked,  "  as  that  theer's  true  ?  " 

"  That  what  is  true  ?  " 

**  That  theer  th'  chaps  has  been  talkin'  ower." 

"  I  don't  know,"  answered  Murdoch,  **  what  they  have  been 
talking  over." 

"  They're  getten*  it  goin'  among  'em  as  Haworth's  goin'  to 
tak'  Ffrench  in  partner." 

Murdoch  looked  up  the  road  for  a  few  seconds  before  he 
replied.     He  was  thinking  over  the  events  of  the  past  week. 

"  I  do  not  think  it  is  true,"  he  said,  after  this  pause.  "  I 
don't  think  it  can  be.     Haworth  is  not  the  man  to  do  it." 

But  the  idea  was  such  a  startling  one,  presented  in  this 
form,  that  it  gave  him  a  kind  of  shock ;  and  as  he  went  on 
his  way  naturally  thinking  over  the  matter,  he  derived  some 
consolation  from  repeating  aloud  his  last  words  : 

"  No,  it  is  not  likely.     Haworth  is  not  the  man  to  do  it." 


CHAPTER  XVII. 


A    FLOWER. 


But  at  last  it  was  evident  that  the  acquaintance  between 
Haworth  and  Ffrench  h  advanced  with  great  rapidity. 
Ffrench  appeared  at  the  Wo  ks,  on  an  average,  three  or  four 
times  a  week,  and  it  had  become  a  common  affair  for  Haworth 
to  spend  an  evening  with  him  and  his  daughter.  He  was 
more  comfofiabic  in  his  position  as  guest  in  these  days. 
Custom  had  given  him  greater  ease  and  self-possession.  After 
two  visits  he  had  begun  to  give  himself  up  to  feverish  enjoy- 
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ment  ot  the  hour.     His  glances  were  no  longer  furtive  and 
embarrassed.     At  times  he  reached  a  desperate  boldness. 

"  There's  something  about  her,"  he  said  to  Murdoch,  "that 
draws  a  fellow  on  and  holds  him  off  both  at  the  same  time. 
Sometimes  I  nigh  lose  my  head  when  I'm  with  her." 

He  was  moody  and  resentful  at  times,  but  he  went  again 
and  agam,  and  held  his  own  after  a  manner.    On  the  occasion 
of  the  first  dinner  Mr.  Ffrench  gave  to  his  old  friendi,  no 
small  excitement  was  created  by  Haworth's  presence  among 
the  guests.     The  first  man  who,  entering  the  room  with  his 
wife  and  daughters,  caught   sight  of  his  brawny  frame   and 
rather  dogged  face,  Altered  and  grew    ervous,  and  would  have 
turned   back  if  he  had  possessed  the  courage  to  be  the  first 
to   protest.     Everybody   else   lacked    the    same    courage,    it 
appeared,  for  nobody  did  protest  openly,  though  there  were 
comments  enough  made  in  private,  and  as  much  coldness  of 
manner  as  good  breeding  would  allow. 

Miss  Ffrench  herself  was  neither  depressed  nor  ill  at  ease 
It  was  reluctantly  admitted  that  she  had  never  appeared  io  a 
greater  advantage  nor  in  better  spirits. 

Before  the  evening  was  half  over  it  was  evident  to  all  that 
she  was  not  resenting  the  presence  of  her  father's  new  found 
friend.  She  listened  to  his  attempts  at  conversation  with  an 
attentive  and  suave  litde  smile.  If  she  was  amusing  herself 
at  his  expense,  she  was  at  the  same  time  amusing  herself  at 
the  expense  of  those  who  looked  on,  and  was  delicately  defy- 
ing  their  opinion. 

Jem  Haworth  went  home  that  night  excited  and  exultant. 
He  lay  awake  through  the  night,  and  went  down  to  the  Works 
early. 

"  I  didn't  get  the  worst  of  it,  after  all,"  he  said  to  Murdoch 
"  Let  'em  grin  and  sert  if  they  will—'  them  laughs  that  wins.' 
She— she  never  was  as  handsome  in  her  life  as  she  was  last 
night,  and  she  never  treated  me  as  well.      She  never  says 
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much.     She  only  A-':  a  fellow  come  nigh  and  talk;  but  she 
treated  me  well — in  her  way." 

"I'm  going  to  send  for  my  mother,"  he  said  afterward, 
somewhat  shamefacedly.  "  I'm  goin'  to  begin  a  straight  life  ; 
I  want  naught  to  stand  agin  me.  And  if  she's  here  they'll 
come  to  see  here.     I  want  all  the  chances  I  can  get." 

He  wrote  the  letter  to  his  mother  the  same  day. 

"  The  old  lady  will  be  glad  enough  to  come,"  he  said,  when 
he  had  finished  it.  "  The  finery  about  her  will  trouble  her  a 
bit  at  first,  but  she'll  get  over  it." 

His  day's  work  over,  Murdoch  did  not  return  home  at  once. 
His  restless  habit  of  taking  long  rambles  across  the  country 
had  asserted  itself  with  unusual  strength,  of  late.  He  spent 
little  time  in  «he  house.  To-night  he  was  later  than  usual. 
He  came  in  fagged  and  mud-splashed.  Christian  was  leaving 
the  room  as  he  entered,  but  stopped  with  her  hand  upon  the 
door. 

"  We  have  had  visitors,"  she  said. 

"Who?"  he  asked. 

"  Mr.  Ffrench  and  his  daughter.  Mr.  Ffrench  wanted  to 
see  you.  She  did  not  come  in,  but  sat  in  the  carriage  out- 
side." 

She  shut  the  door  and  came  back  to  the  hearth. 

"  She  despises  us  all !  "  she  said.     "  She  despises  us  all ! " 

He  had  flung  himself  into  a  chair  and  lay  back,  clasping  his 
hands  behind  his  head  and  looking  gloomily  before  him. 

"Sometimes  I  think  she  does,"  he  said.  "But  what  of 
that  ?  " 

She  answered  without  looking  at  him. 

"  To  be  sure,"  she  said.     "  What  of  that?  " 

4fter  a  little  she  spoke  again. 

"  There  is  something  I  have  thought  of  saying  to  you,"  she 
said.  "  This  is  it.  I  am  happier  here  than  I  ever  was  be- 
fore." 

"  I  am  very  glad,"  he  answered. 
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"  I  never  thought  of  being  happy,"  she  went  on,  "  or  like 
other  women  in  anything.     l~l  was  difTcrent." 
She  said  the  words  wit)  perfect  coldness. 
"I  was  difierent." 
"  Different !  "  he  echoed  absently,  and  then  checked  him- 

df  ■  w  V  'fT  l*"'''"  ^'  ''''^-  "  ^^"'^  ^^'"'^  '^-  It  wont 
do.  Why  shouldn't  you  be  as  good  and  happy  a  woman  as 
any  who  ever  lived  ?  " 

She  remained  silent.  But  her  silence  only  stirred  him  afresh 
It  IS  a  bad  beginning,"  he  said.     -  ^  know  it  is  because  I 
have  tried  it.     I  have  said  to  myself  that  I  was  different  from 
other  men,  too." 

He  ended  with  an  impatient  movement  and  a  sound  half 
like  a  groan. 

"  Here  I  am,"  he  cried,  "  telling  myself  it  is  better  to  battle 
against  the  strongest  feeling  of  my  life  because  I  am  '  differ- 
ent -because  there  is  a  kind  of  taint  in  my  blood.  I  don't 
begin  as  other  men  do  by  hoping.  I  begin  by  despairing,  and 
yet  I  can  t  give  up.  How  it  will  end,  God  knows  >" 
"  I  understand  you  better  than  you  think,"  she  said. 
Something  in  her  voice  startled  him. 

"  What ! "  he  exclaimed.     *'  Has  my  mother » 

He  stopped  and  gazed  at  her,  wondering.     Some  powerful 
emotion  he  could  not  comprehend  expressed  itself  in  her  face 
She  does  not  speak  of  it  often,"  she  said.     "  She  thinks  of  it 
always. 

"Yes,'' he  answered.     -  I  know  that.     She  is  afraid.     She 
^sjiauntedbyherdreadofit-and."  his  voice  dropping,  "So 

He  felt  it  almost  an  unnatural  thing  that  he  should  speak  so 
freely  He  had  found  it  rather  a  difficult  thing  to  accustom 
himself  to  her  presence  in  the  house,  sometimes  he  had  even 
been  repel  ed  by  it,  and  yet,  just  at  this  moment,  he  felt  some, 
how  as  11  they  stood  upon  the  same  platform  and  were  near 
each  other. 
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"  It  will  break  loose  some  day,"  he  cried.  "  And  the  day  is 
not  far  off.  I  shall  run  the  risk  and  cither  win  or  lose.  I  fight 
hard  for  every  day  of  dull  quiet  I  gain.  When  I  look  back 
over  the  past  I  feel  that  perhaps  I  am  holding  a  chained  devil ; 
but  when  I  look  forward  I  forget,  and  doubt  seems  folly." 
•'  In  your  place,"  she  said,  "  I  would  risk  my  life  upon  it  I" 
The  passion  in  her  voice  amazed  him.  He  comprehended 
even  less  clearly  than  before. 

"/know  what  it  has  cost,"  she  said.  "  Nc  one  better.  I 
am  afraid  to  pass  the  door  of  the  room  where  it  lies,  in  the 
dark.  It  is  like  a  dead  thing,  always  there.  Sometimes  I 
fancy  it  is  not  alone  and  that  the  door  might  open  and  show 
me  some  one  with  it." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?"  he  said.     "  You  speak  as  if " 

"You  would  not  understand  if  I  should  tell  you,"  she 
answered  a  little  bitterly.  "  We  are  not  very  good  friends— 
perhaps  we  never  shall  be— bu'  I  will  tell  you  this  again,  that 
in  your  place  I  would  never  give  it  up— never.  I  would  be 
true  to  him,  if  all  the  world  were  again..i  me !" 

She  went  away  and  shortly  afterward  he  left  the  room  him- 
self, intending  to  go  upstairs. 

As  he  reached  the  bottom  of  the  staircase,  a  light  from  above 
fell  upon  his  face  and  caused  him  to  raise  it.  The  narrow 
passage  itself  was  dark,  but  on  the  topmost  stair  his  mother 
stood  holding  a  lamp  whose  light  struck  upon  him.  She  did 
not  advance,  but  waited  as  he  came  upward,  looking  down  at 
him,  not  speaking.  Then  they  passed  each  other  going  their 
separate  ways. 
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The  next  day  Ffrench  appeared  in  the  engine-room  itself. 
He  had  come  to  see  Murdoch,  and  having  seen  him  he  went 
away  in  most  excellent  humor. 

"  What's  he  after?"  inquired  Fioxham,  when  he  was  gone. 

"  He  wants  me  at  his  house,"  said  Murdoch.  "  He  says  he 
needs  my  opinion  in  some  matter." 
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He  went  to  the  house  the  same  evening,  and  gave  his  opinion 
upon  the  matter  in  question,  and  upon  several  others  also.     In 
tact,  Mr.  Krench  took  possession  of  him  as  he  had  taken  pos- 
session of  the  young  man  from   Manchester,  and  the  Cumber- 
land  mechanic,  though  in  this  case  he  had  different  metal  to 
work  upon.     He  was  amiable,  generous  and  talkative.     He 
exhibited  his  minerals,  his  plans  for  improved  factories  and 
workmen's  dwelling-houses,  his  little  collection  of  models  which 
had  proved  impracticable,  and  his  books  on  mechanics  and 
manufactures.     He  was  as  generous  as  Haworth  himself  in  the 
mafter  of  his  library;  it  was  at  his  visitor's  service  whenever  he 
chose. 

As  they  talked  Rachel  Ffrench  remained  in  the  room. 
During  the  evening  she  went  to  the  piano  and  sitting  down 
played  and  sung  softly  as  if  for  no  other  ears  than  her  own. 
Once,  on  her  father's  leaving  the  room,  she  turned  and  spoke 
to  Murdoch.  ^ 

"You  were  right  in  saying  I  should  outlive  my  terror  of 
what  happened  to  me,"  she  said.  -It  has  almost  entirely 
worn  away."  ^ 

"  I  am  glad,"  he  answered. 

She  held  in  her  belt  a  flower  like  the  one  which  had  attract- 
ed Granny  Dixon's  attention.  As  she  crossed  the  room  shortly 
a  terward  it  fell  upon  the  floor.  She  picked  it  up  but,  instead 
of  replacing  it,  laid  it  carelessly  on  the  table  at  Murdoch's 
side. 

After  he  had  risen  from  his  chair,  when  on  the  point  of  leav- 
ing, he  stood  near  this  table  and  almost  unconsciously  took 
the  flower  up,  and  when  he  went  out  of  the  house  he  held  it 
m  his  fingers. 

The  night  was  dark  and  his  mood  was  pre-occupied  He 
scarcely  thought  of  the  path  before  him  at  all,  and  on  passing 
through  the  gate  he  came  withnnf  o«„  .., ;„ ^      ^ 

standing  before  it.     He  drew  back  and  would  have  spoken  had 
he  been  given  the  time. 
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"  Hush,"  said  Haworth's  voice.     "  It's  me,  lad." 

"  What  are  you  doing  here?"  asked  Murdoch.  "Are  you 
going  in  ?" 

"  No,"  surlily,  "  I'm  not." 

Murdoch  said  no  more.  Haworth  turned  with  him  and 
strode  along  by  his  side.  But  he  got  over  his  ill-temper  suf- 
ficiently to  speak  after  a  few  minutes. 

"  It's  the  old  tale,"  he  said.  "  I'm  making  a  fool  of  myself. 
I  can't  keep  away.  I  was  there  last  night,  and  to-night  the  fit 
came  upon  me  so  strong  that  I  was  bound  to  go.  But  when 
I  got  there  I'd  had  time  to  think  it  over  and  I  couldn't  make 
up  my  mind  to  go  in.  I  knew  I'd  better  give  her  a  rest. 
What  did  French  wan't  of  you  }" 

Murdoch  explained. 

"Did  you  see — her?" 

"Yes." 

"  Well,"  restlessly,  "  have  you  naught  to  say  about  her  ?" 

"  No,"  coldly.  What  should  I  have  to  say  of  her  ?  It  is  no 
businesr-    "  mine  to  talk  her  over." 

"You'u  talk  her  over  if  you  were  in  my  place,"  said 
Haworth.  "  You'd  be  glad  enow  to  do  it.  You'd  think  of 
her  night  and  day,  and  grow  hot  and  cold  at  the  thought  of 
her.     You~you  don't  know  her  as  I  do— if  you  did " 

They  had  reached  the  turn  of  the  lane,  and  the  light  of  the 
lamp  which  stood  there  fell  upon  them.  Haworth  broke  off 
his  words  and  stopped  under  the  blaze.  Murdoch  saw  his  face 
darken  with  bitter  passion. 

"  Curse  you  !"  he  said.     "  Where  did  you  get  it  ?" 

Without  comprehending  him  Murdoch  looked  down  at  his 
own  hand  at  which  the  man  was  pointing,  and  saw  in  it  the 
flower  he  had  forgotten  he  held. 

"This?"  he  said,  and  though  he  did  not  know  why,  the 
blood  leaped  to  his  face. 

"  Ay,"  said  Haworth.     "  You  know  well  enow  what  I  mean. 
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Where  did  you  get  it  ?     Do  think  I  don't  know  the  look 


it? 
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"  You  may,  or  you  may  not,"  answered  Murdoch.  "That 
isnothmgto  me.  I  took  it  up  without  thinking  of  it  If  I 
had  thought  of  it  I  should  have  left  it  where  it  was.  I  have 
no  right  to  it— nor  you  either." 

Haworth  drew  near  to  him. 

"  Give  it  here  !"  he  demanded,  hoarsely. 

They  stood  and  locked  each  other  in  the  eye.  Externally 
Murdoch  was  the  calmer  of  the  two,  but  he  held  in  check  a 
fiercer  heat  than  he  had  felt  for  many  a  day. 

"No,"  he  answered.  -Not  I.  Think  over  what  you  are  doing. 
You  will  not  like  to  remember  it  to-morrow.  It  is  not  mine  to 
give  nor  yours  to  take.  I  have  done  with  my  share  of  it- 
there  it  is."  And  he  crushed  it  in  his  hand,  and  flinging  it, 
exhaling  its  fragrance,  upon  the  ground,  turned  and  went  his' 
way.  He  had  not  intended  to  glance  backward,  but  he  was 
not  as  strong  as  he  thought.  He  did  look  backward  before  he  • 
had  gone  ten  yards,  and  doing  so  saw  Haworth  bending 
down  and  gathering  the  bruised  petals  from  the  earth. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

"  HAWORTH  &  CO." 

The  next  day,  when  he  descended  from  his  gig  at  the  gates 
mstead  of  going  to  his  ofifice,   Haworth  went  to  the  engine- 
room. 

"  Leave  your  work  a  bit  and  come  into  my  place,"  he  said 
to  Murdoch.     •'  I  want  you." 

His  tone  was  off-hand  but  not  ill-humored.  There  was  a 
hint  of  embarrassment  in  it.  Murdoch  followed  him  without 
any  words.  Having  led  the  way  into  his  office,  Haworth  shut 
the  door  and  faced  him. 
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"  Can  tha  guess  what  I  want  ?"  he  demanded. 

"  No,"  Murdoch  answered. 

"  Well,  it's  easy  told.  You  said  I'd  be  cooler  to-day,  and  I 
am.  A  night  gives  a  man  time  to  face  a  thing  straight.  I'd 
been  making  a  fool  of  myself  before  you  came  up,  but  I  made 
a  bigger  fool  of  myself  afterward.     There's  the  end  on  it." 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Murdoch,  "  that  it  was  natural  enough 
you  should  look  at  the  thing  differently  just  then.  Perhaps  I 
made  a  fool  of  myself  too." 

"  You  !"  said  Haworth,  roughly.     "  You  were  cool  enow." 

Later  Ffrench  came  in,  and  spent  an  hour  with  him,  and 
after  his  departure  Haworth  made  the  rounds  of  the  place  in 
one  of  the  worst  of  his  moods. 

"Aye,"  said  Floxham  to  his  companion,  "that's  alius  th' 
road  when  he  shows  hissen." 

The  same  day  Janey  Briarley  presented  herself  to  Mr. 
Ffrench's  housekeeper,  with  a  message  from  her  mother. 
Having  delivered  her  message,  she  was  on  her  way  from  the 
housekeeper's  room,  when  Miss  Ffrench,  who  sat  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, spoke  through  the  open  door  to  the  servant. 

"  If  that  is  the  child,"  she  said,  •'  bring  her  here  to  me." 
Janey  entered  the  great  room,  awe-stricken  and  overpowered 
by  its  grandeur.     Miss  Ffrench,  who  sat  near  the  fire,  addressed 
her,  turning  her  head  over  her  shoulder. 

"  Come  here,"  she  commanded. 

Janey  advanced  with  something  approaching  tremor.  Miss 
Ffrench  was  awe-inspiring  anywhere,  but  Miss  Ffrench  amid 
the  marvels  of  her  own  drawing-room,  leaning  back  in  her 
chair  and  regarding  her  confusion  with  a  suggestion  of  friendly 
notice,  was  terrible. 

"Sit  down,"  she  said,  " and  talk  to  me." 
But  here  the  practical  mind  rebelled  and  asserted  itself, 
in  spite  of  abasement  of  spirit. 

"  I  haven't  getten  nowt  to  talk  about,"  said  Janey,  stoutly. 
"  What  mun  I  say  ?" 
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"  Anything  you  like,"  responded  Miss  Ffrench.     "  I  am  not 
particular.     There's  a  chair." 

Janey  seated  herself  in  it.  It  was  a  big  one,  in  which  her 
small  form  was  lost ;  and  her  parcel  was  a  big  one,  but  Miss 
ffrench  did  not  tell  her  to  put  it  down,  so  she  held  it  on  her 
knee  and  was  almost  hidden  behind  it.  In  fact,  she  presented 
somewhat  the  appearance  of  a  huge  newspaper  package,  clasped 
by  arms  and  surmounted  by  a  small,  sharp  face  and  an  im- 
mense bonnet,  and  with  a  curious  appendage  of  short  legs  and 
big  toes.  ^ 

"I  dunnot  see,"  the  girl  was  saying  mentally,  and  with  some 
distaste  for  her  position,  "  what  she  wants  wi'  me." 

But  as  she  stared  over  the  top  of  her  parcel,  she  gradually 
softened.  The  child  found  Miss  Ffrench  well  worth  looking 
at. 

"  Eh  !»  she  announced,  with  admiring  candor.  "  Eh  i  but 
tha  art  han'some  !" 

*|  Am  I  ?"  said  Rachel  Ffrench.     "  Thank  you." 

"Aye,"  answered  Janey,  "tha  art  I  nivver  seed  no  lady 
loike  thee  afore,  let  alone  a  young  woman.  I've  said  so  mony  a 
toime  to  Mester  Murdoch." 

"  Have  you  ?" 

"  Aye,  I'm  alius  talkin'  to  him  about  thee." 

"  That's  kind,"  said  Rachel  Ffrench.  "  I  dare  say  he  enjoys 
It.     Who  is  he  ?"  -^  J  ;' 

"  Him  ! "  exclaimed  Janey.  "  Dost  na  tha  know  him  ?  Him 
as  was  at  our  house  th'  day  yo'  coom  th'  first  toime.  Him  as 
dragged  thee  out  o'  th'  engine." 

"Ohl"  s..id  Miss  French,  "the  engineer." 

"  Aye,"  in  a  tone  of  some  discomfiture.  "  He's  a  engineer, 
but  he  is  na  th'  common  workin'  soart.  Granny  Dixon  says' 
he's  getten  gentlefolks'  ways." 

"  I  should  think,"  remarked  Miss  Ffr^nrh   « th-*  ^^T'-  t^;, 

knew. 
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'Aye,  she's  used  to  gentlefolk.     They've  takken  notice  on 
her  i'  her  young  days.     She  knowed  thy  grandfeyther." 

She  gave  me  to  understand  as  much,"  responded  Miss 
Ffrench,  smiling  pleasantly  at  the  recollection  this  brought  to 
her  mind. 

"  Yo'  see  mother  an'  me  thinks  a  deal  o'  Mester  Murdoch 
because  he  is  na  one  o'  th'  drinkin'  soart,"  proceeued  Janey! 
"  He's  th'  steady  koind  as  is  fond  o'  books  an'  th'  loike      He 
does  na  mak'  much  at  his  trade,  but  he  knows  more  than  vo'd 
thmk  for,  to  look  at  him." 

"  That  is  good  news,"  said  Miss  Ffrench,  cheerfully. 

Janey  rested  her  chin  upon  her  parcel,  warming  to  the 
subject. 

"  I  should  na  wonder  if  he  getten  to  be  a  rich  mon  some  o' 
these  days,"  she  went  on.  "  He  s  getten  th'  makin's  on  it  in 
him,  if  he  has  th'  luck  an'  looks  sharp  about  him.  I  often  tell 
him  he  munn  look  sharp." 

She  became  so  communicative,  indeed,  that  Miss  Ffrench 
found  herself  well  entertained.  She  heard  the  details  of 
Haworth's  history,  the  reports  of  his  prosperity  and  growing 
wealth,  the  comments  his  hands  had  made  upon  herself,  and 
much  interesting  news  concerning  the  religious  conditioh  of 
Broxton  and  "  th'  chapel." 

It  was  growing  dusk  when  the  interview  ended,  and  when 
she  went  away  Janey  carried  an  additional  bundle. 

"  Does  tha  alius  dress  i'  this  road  ?"  she  had  asked  her 
hostess,  and  the  question  had  suggested  to  Miss  Ffrench  a 
whimsical  idea.  She  took  the  child  upstairs  and  gave  her  maid 
orders  to  produce  all  the  cast  oflf  finery  she  could  find  and 
then  she  had  stood  by  and  looked  on  as  Janev  made'  her 
choice. 

"  S^he  stood  theer  laughin'  while  I  picked  th'  things  out,' 
said  Janey  afterward.  '-  I  dunnot  know  what  she  wur  laughin' 
at^  Jo   nivver  know  whether  she's  makin'  game  on  you  or 
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"  I  dunnot  see  as  theer  wur  owt  to  laugh  at,"  said  Mrs. 
Briarley,  indignantly. 

"  Nay,"  said  Janey,  "  nor  me  neyther,  but  she  does  na  laugh 
when  theer's  owt  to  laugh  at-that's  th'  queer  part  o'  it.  She 
said  as  I  could  ha'  more  things  when  I  coom  again.  I  would 
na  go  if  It  wur  na  fur  that." 

E.en  his  hands  found  out  at  this  time  that  Howarth  was  ill 
at  ease.     His  worst  side  showed  itself  in  his  intercourse  with 
them.     He  was  overbearing  and  difficult  to  please.     He  found 
fault  and  lost  his  temper  over  trifles,  and  showed  a  restles<^ 
angry  desire  to  r.ssert  himself  ' 

"I'll  show  you  who's  master  here,  my  lads,"  he  would  say 
"  I'll  ha'  no  dodges.  It's  Hawurth  that's  the  head  o'  this  con- 
cern. Whoever  comes  in  or  out,  this  here's  '  Haworth's.' 
Clap  that  i'  your  pipes  and  smoke  it." 

"  Summat's  up,"  said  Floxham.     "  Summat's  up.     Mark  yo' 
tnat. 

Murdoch  looked  on  with  no  inconsiderable  anxiety     The 
intercourse  between  himself  and  Haworth  had  been  broken  in 
upon.     It  had  received  its  first  check  month's  before,  and  in 
these  days  neither  was  in  the  exact  mood  for  a  renewal  of  it 
Haworth  wore  a  forbidding  air.     His  rough  good-fellowship 
was  a  thing  of  the  past.     He  made  no  more  boisterous  jokes 
no  more  loud  boasts.     At  times  his  silence  was  almost  morose' 
He  was  not  over  civil  even  to  Ffrench,  who  came  oftener  than 
ever,  and  whose  manner  was  cheerful  to  buoyancy. 

Matters  had  remained  in  this  condiiion  for  a  couple  of 
months,  when,  on  his  way  home  late  one  night,  Murdoch's 
attention  was  arrested  by  the  fact  that  a  light  burned  in  the 
room  used  by  the  master  of  the  Works  as  his  office. 

He  stopped  in  the  road  to  look  up  at  it.  He  could  scarcely, 
at  first,  believe  the  evidence  of  his  senses.  The  place  had 
been  closed  and  locked  hours  before,  when  Haworth  had  left 
it  with  Ffrench,  with  whom   he  was  to  dine.     It  was  nearl" 
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midnight,  and  certainly  an  unlawful  hour  for  such  a  light  to 
show  uself,  but  there  it  burned  steadily  amid  the  darkness  of 
the  night. 

"It  doesn't  seem  likely  that  those  who  had  reason  to  con- 
cea  themselves  would  set  a  light  blazing,"  Murdoch  thought. 
But  ,f  there  s  mischief  at  work  there's  no  time  to  waste  " 
There  was  only  one  thing  to  do,  and  he  did  it,  making  the 
best  of  his  way  to  the  spot. 

The  gate  was  thrown  open,  and  the  door  of  entrance  yielded 

o„nH  ih"  '?''."■'  ^'"^"'''  ""^  P^°''°""<''  but  when  he 

found  the  passage  leading  to  Haworth's  room,  he  saw  that  the 

door  was  ajar  and  that  the  light  still  burned.     On  reaching 

this  door  he  stopped  short.     There  was  no  need  to  go  in      It 

was  Haworth  himself  who  was  in  the  room-Haworth    who 

lay  with  arms  folded  on  the  table,  and  his  head  restiilg  u]^™ 

(o^t^^T,'"'""^  """'•  ""'^  ^  ^'  "^'^  '°  "■'  ■"''"  heard  him 

t^^Xr-    "^  '""'  ''"  ''-'  ''"^  -•'''^  --^' 

"Who's  there?"  he  demanded. 

.J^riTr  ^''^  ^°'  ''-     ^"'■^°^^  P"«^^ed  the  door  open 
and  stood  before  him.  ^ 

^^';  Murdoch,"  he  said.     "  I  saw  the  light  and  it  brought  me 

Haworth  gave  him  a  grudgin-  look. 
"  Come  in,"  he  said. 
"  Do  you  want  me  ?"  Murdoch  asked. 
"  Aye,"  he  answered  dully,  "  I  think  I  do  " 
Murdoch  stood  and  looked  at  him.     He  did  not  sit  down 
A  mystermus  sense  of  embarrassment  held  him  in  check. 

What  IS  wrong?"  he  asked  in  a  lowered  voice.     He  hardly 
knew  It  for  his  own.  narajy 

^^  Wrong?"  echoed  Haworth.    "Naught.     I've-been  taking 
leave  of  the  place-that's  all."  oeen  takmg 

"  Yo'  have  been  doing  w^af  ?"  said  Murdoch. 
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"  Taking  leave  of  the  place.     I've  given  it  up." 

His  visitor  uttered  a  passionate  ejaculation. 

"  You  are  mad !"  he  said. 

"  Aye,"  bitterly.     "  Mad  enow." 

The  next  instant  a  strange  sound  burst  from  him,— a  terrible 
sound,  forced  back  at  its  birth.  His  struggle  to  suppress  it 
shook  him  from  head  to  foot;  his  hands  clinched  themselves 
as  if  each  were  a  vise.     Murdoch  turned  aside. 

When  it  was  over,  and  the  man  raised  his  face,  he  was  tremr 
bling  still,  and  white  with  a  kind  of  raging  shame. 

"  Blast  you  !"  he  cried,  "if  there's  ever  aught  in  your  face 
that  reminds  me  o'  this,  I'll — I'll  kill  you  !" 

This  Murdoch  did  not  answer  at  all.  There  was  enough  to 
say. 

"  You  are  going  to  share  it  withFfrench?"  he  said. 

"Aye,  with  that  fool.  He's  been  at  me  from  th' 
Naught  would  do  him  but  he  must  have  his  try  at  it. 
him.     He  shall  play  second  fiddle,  by  the  Lord  Harry !" 

He  began  plucking  at  some  torn  scraps  of  paper,  and  did  not 
let  them  rest  while  he  spoke. 

"  I've  been  over  th'  place  from  top  to  bottom,"  he  said.  "  I 
held  out  until  to-night.  To-night  I  give  in,  and  as  soon  as  I 
left  'em  I  came  here.  Ten  minutes  after  it  was  done  I'd  have 
undone  it  if  I  could— I'd  have  undone  it.  But  it's  done,  and 
there's  an  end  on  it." 

He  threw  the  scraps  of  paper  aside  and  clenched  his  hand, 
speaking  through  his  teeth. 

"  She's  never  given  me  a  word  to  hang  on,"  he  said,  "  and 
I've  done  it  for  her.  I've  give  up  what  I  worked  for  and 
boasted  on,  just  to  be  brought  nigher  to  her.  She  knows  I've 
done  it,— she  knows  it,  though  she's  never  owned  it  by  a  look, 
-—and  I'll  make  that  enough." 

"  If  you  make  your  way  with  her,"  said  Murdoch,  "  you  have 
earned  all  you  won." 

"  Aye,"  was  the  grim  answer.     "  I've  earned  it." 
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And  soon  after  the  light  in  the  window  went  out,  and  they 
parted  outside  and  went  their  sepjarate  ways  in  the  dark. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 


AN    UNEXPECTED   GUEST. 

Before  the  week's  end,  all  Broxton  had  heard  the  news.  In 
the  Works,  before  and  after  working  hours,  groups  gathered 
together  to  talk  it  over.  Haworth  was  going  to  "  tak'  Ffrench 
in  partner."  It  was  hard  to  believe  it,  and  the  general  opinion 
expressed  was  neither  favorable  nor  complimentary.  "  Haworth 
and  Ffrench  !"  said  Floxham,  in  sarcastic  mood.  "  Haworth 
and  Co.,— an'  a  noice  chap  Co,  is  to  ha'  i'  a  place.  We'n  ha' 
patent  silver-mounted  back-action  puddlin'-rakes  afore  long, 
lads,  if  Co.  gets  his  way." 

Upon  the  occasion  of  the  installation  of  the  new  partner, 
however,  there  was  a  natural  tendency  to  conviviality.  Not 
that  the  ceremony  in  question  was  attended  with  any  special 
manifestation  on  the  part  of  the  individuals  most  concerned. 
Ffrench's  appearance  at  the  Works  was  its  chief  feature,  but, 
the  day's  labor  being  at  an  end,  several  gentlemen  engaged  in 
the  various  departments  scorning  to  neglect  an  opportunity, 
retired  to  the  "  Who'd  'a'  Thowt  it,"  and  promptly  rendered 
themselves  insensible  through  the  medium  of  beer,  assisted  by 
patriotic  and  somewhat  involved  speeches. 

Mr.  Briarley,  returning  to  the  bosom  of  his  family  at  a  late 
hour,  sat  down  by  his  fireside  and  wept  copiously. 

"  I'm  a  poor  chap,  Sararann,"  he  remarked.  "  I  shall  ne'er 
get  took  in  partner  by  nobody.  I'm  not  i'  luck  loike  some— 
an'  I  nivver  wur,  'ceptin'  when  I  getten  thee." 

"  If  tha'd  keep  thy  nose  out  p'  th'  beer-mug  tha'd  do  well 
enow,"  said  Mrs.  Briarley, 


AU 


J.i 


11 


■^li 


110 


'•  HA  worth's. 


•r, »» 


"  Nay.  Sararann,"  he  said,  '•  it  is  na  beer,  i,s  misforchin      I 
al    s  was  m,sforch„it-'cepti„-  when  I  ge.tJn  ,hee." 

is  i-  a  baT  " '  ■■' ,       ""''"  "^^  "™^"^'''''  ■■"■'""»'<).  "  Thing, 
IS  1  a  bad  way.     I  nivvcr  seed  'em  i'  th'  reel  Im  „ii  i  .       j 

Foxy  Gibbs  .ak-  his  speech  .o-nec.     Th'Tnlr  "e      ,    ^ 

neaTTorif  .h  ""•■     '"""'"   "^  ''"'""'  -'  '^•^-^- 
oone  an  sinoo,  if  theer  i.s  na  summat  done  " 

"  What  art  tha  drivin'  at  ?"  fretted  his  wife.     "  I  canna  mak' 
no  sense  out  o'  thee."  t-anna  mak 

We     I  dunnot  wonder.     It  wur  a  guod  bit  afore  I  straightened 

be  yet.      Theer  wur  a  good  deal  o'  talk  an'  a  good  deal  o'  beer 
an'  a  man  as  has  been  misforchnit  is  loike  to  be  slotv  " 
After  which  he  fell  into  a  deep  and  untroubled  slumber  ,„d 

sta     „.t       h        ?.   '""^  ""'^  ''^""^  fire,  occasionally 
i^g  '  Err-err  !'■  '  "''"'  """  "^  "  '°"<^  -<^  -™""S- 

Duritig  the  following  two  weeks,  Haworth  did  not  go  to  the 
F  rench's.  He  spent  his  nights  at  his  own  house  inlund 
sullen  mood.     At  the  Wnrkc    h^  i      .  u-  , 

French.  7  hat  gentleman's  lines  had  scarcely  fallen  in  plea- 
s  nt  paces.  H.s  partner  was  gruff  and  authoritative,  and  not 
given  to  enthusiasm.  There  were  times  when  only  his  Tn 
good^breedmg  preserved  the  outward  smoothness  of'a ffai^s 

But,    he  sa.d  to  his  daughter,  -one  does  not  expect  .ood 
manners  of  a  man  like  that     They  are  not  his>./. ' '       ' 

At  the  end  of  the  two  weeks  there  came  one  afternoon  i 
message  to  Haworth  in  his  room.     Murdoch    was  wTh  him 
....  I.  arnvea.     He  read  it,  and,  crushing  it  in  his  hand 
threw  It  into  the  fire.  ' 
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"They're  a  nice  lot,"  he  said  with  a  short  laugh,  "coming 
down  on  a  fellow  like  that." 

And  then  an  oath  broke  from  him, 

•'  I've  give  up  two  or  three  things,"  he  said,  "  and  they're 

among  'em.     It's  the  last  time,  and " 

He  took  down  his  overcoat  and  hij^^an  to  put  it  on. 
"Tell  'em,"  he  .said  to  Murdoch  as  lie  went  out,— "  tell  'em 
I'm  gone  home,  and  sha'n't  be  back  till  morning.     Keep  the 
rest  to  yourself." 

He  went  out,  shutting  the  door  with  a  bang.  Murdoch 
stood  at  the  window  and  watched  him  drive  away  in  his  gig. 

He  was  scarcely  out  of  sight  before  a  carriage  appeared, 
moving  at  a  very  moderate  pace.  It  was  a  bright  though  cold 
day,  and  the  top  of  the  carriage  was  thrown  back,  giving  the 
occupant  the  benefit  of  the  sunshine.  The  occupant  in  ques- 
tion was  Rachael  Ffrench,  who  looked  up  and  bestowed  upon 
the  figure  at  the  window  a  slight  gesture  of  recognition. 

Murdoch  turned  away  with  an  impatient  movement  after 
she  had  passed.     "  Pooh  !"  he  said  angrily.     "  He's  a  fool." 

By  midnight  of  the  same  day  Haworth  had  had  time  to 
half  forget  his  scruples.  He  had  said  to  his  visitors  what  he 
had  said  to  Murdoch,  with  his  usual  frankness. 

"  It's  the  last  time.  We've  done  with  each  other  after  this, 
you  know.     It's  the  last  time.     Make  the  most  on  it." 

There  was  a  kind  of  desperate  exultation  in  his  humor.     If 
he  had  dared,  he  would  have  liked  to  fling  aside  every  barrier 
of  restraint  and  show  himself  at  his  worst,  defying  the  world; 
but  fear  held  him  in  check,  as  nothing  else  would  have  done, 
— an  abject  fear  of  consequences. 

By  midnight  the  festivities  were  at  their  height.  He  himself 
was  boisterous  with  wine  and  excitement.  He  had  stood  up 
at  the  head  of  his  table  and  made  a  blatant  speech  and  roared 
a  loud  song,  and  had  been  laughed  at  and  applauded. 

"  Make  the  most  on  it,"  he  kept  saying.  "  It'll  be  over  by 
cock-crow.     It's  a  bit  like  a  chap's  funeral." 
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He  had 


pouring  out  a 


t  seated  himself  after  this,  an^ 
great  glass  of  wine,  when  a  servant  entered  ....  ......  .„,  «poKe 

to  him  m  a  low  tone.  ' 

Anlf"  ^""^^'f''  ^'  ''''"'''  '"  ^  ^'''^'  ^"^ "     And  then  the 

door  opened  agam,  and  everyone  turned  to  look  at  the  woman 
who  stood  upon  the  thrc  .hold.  She  was  a  small  woman,  dress- 
ed  m  plain  rountry  fashion  ;  she  had  white  hair,  and  a  fresh 
bloom  on  her  cheeks,  and  her  eyes  wore  bright  with  timorous 
excitement  and  joy. 

"Jem."  she  faltered,  "it's  me,  my  dear." 

Haworc  stared  at  her  as  if  stunned.  At  first  his  brain  was 
not  clear  enough  to  take  in  the  meaning  of  her  presence,  but 
as  she  approached  him  and  laid  her  basket  down  and  took  his 
hand,  the  truth  revealed  itself  to  him. 

T  l-l'l  r'  ""^  '^'"■'"  "^'  '"l'^''*''^'  "accordin'  to  promise. 
1  aidn  t  know  you  had  comp'ny." 

She  turned  to  those  who  sat  about  the  table  and  made  a 
h  tie  rustic  courtesy.  A  dead  calm  seemed  to  take  possession 
of  one  and  all.  They  did  not  glance  at  each  other,  but  looked 
at  her  as  she  stood  by  Haworth,  holding  his  hand,  waiting  for 
him  to  kiss  her.  ^ 

"  He's   so  took  by  surprise,"  she  said  "  he  doesn't  know 
'   what  to  say.     He  wasn't  expecting  me  so   soon,"  laughing 
proudly.    "  That's  it.     I'm  his  mother,  ladies  and  gentlemen  " 
Haworth  made  a  sign  to  the  servant  who  waited 
"Bring  a  plate  here,"  he  said.     "  She'll  sit  down  with  us  " 
The  order  was  obeyed,  and  she  sat  down  at  his  right  hand 
fluttered  and  beaming.  ' 

"You're  very  good  not  to  mind  me,"  she  said.     "I  didn't 
think  of  there  bein'  comp'ny— and  gentry,  too." 

She  turned  to  a  brightly  dressed  girl  at  her  side  and  spoke 
to  her.  *^ 

^    "  He's  my  only  son.  Miss,  and  me  a  widder,  an'  he's  allers 
ucen  just  wi^at  you  see  him 
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time  he  was  a  infant.     He's  l)een  a  pride  an'  a  comfort  to 
since  the  day  he  were  born." 


me 


The  girl  stared  at  h^r  with  a  look  which  was  almost  a  look 
of  fear.     She  answi  leH    er  in  a  hushed  voice. 
"  Yes,  ma'am,"  ihe  said. 

"  Yes,  Miss,"  happily.  "  There's  not  many  mothers  as  can 
say  what  T  can.  He's  never  bee-  ashamed  of  me,  hasn't 
Jem,  If  I'd  have  been  a  lady  born,  he  couldn't  have  showed 
me  more  respect  than  he  has,  nor  been  more  kinder." 

The  gill  did  not  answer  this  tim^r  She  looked  down  at  her 
plate,  and  her  hand  trembled  as  she  pretended  to  occupv 
herself  with  the  fruit  upon  it.  Then  she  stole  a  glana  at  the 
rest,— a  glance  at  once  guilty,  and  defiant  of  the  smil<  she 
expected  to  see.     But  the  smile  was  not  there. 

The  only  smile  to  be  seen  was  upon  the  face  of  c  little 
countrywoman  who  regarded  them  all  with  inno.  ent  rt  -rence, 
and  was  in  such  bright  good  spirits  that  she  did  not  ever 
notice  their  silence. 

"  I've  had  a  long  journey,"  she  said,  "  an'  I've  been 
flustered,  through  not  bein'  used  to  travel.     I  don't  kno^ 
I'd  have  bore  up  at  first— bein'  'lustered  so— if  it  hadni 
for  everybody  bein'  so  good  to  i  ie.    I'd  mention  my  son  w 
I  had  to  ask  anything,  an'  they  d  smile  as  good-natured 
could  be,  an'  tell  me  in  a  minute." 

The  multiplicity  of  new  dishes  and  rare  wines  bewildei 
her,  but  she  sat  through  the  repast  simple  and  unashamed. 

"  There's  some  as  wouldn't  like  me  bein'  so  ignorant,"  she 
said,  "  but  Jem  doesn't  mind." 

The  subject  of  her  son's  virtues  as  an  inexhaustible  one. 
The  silence  about  her  only  gave  her  courage  and  eloquence. 
His  childish  strength  and  precocit}  his  bravery,  his  good 
temper,  his  generous  ways,  were  her  t  emes. 

"  He  come  io  mc  in  time  of  trou  )Ie,"  she  said,  "an' he 
made  it  lighter— an'  he's  been  makir '  it  lighter  ever  since. 
Who'd  have  thought  that  a  simple  body  like  me  would  ever 
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have  a  grand  home  like  this-and  it  earned  and  bought  by 
my  own  son?  I  beg  your  pardon,  ladies  and  gentlemen  " 
lookmg  round  with  happy  tears.  "  I  didn't  go  to  do  it  an' 
there's  no  reason  for  it,  except  me  bein'  took  a  little  by'sur- 
prise  through  not  bein'  exactly  prepared  for  such  a  grand 
place  an  gentlefolk's  comp'ny,  as  is  so  good  an'  understands 
a  mother's  feelin's." 

When  the  repast  was  at  an  end,  she  got  up  and  made  her 
little  courtesy  to  them  all  again.  If  the  gentlefolk  would 
excuse  her,  she  would  bid  them  good  night.  She  was  tired 
and  not  used  to  late  hours. 

To  the  girl  who  sat  at  her  side  she  gave  an  admiring 
smile  of  farewell. 

"You're  very  pretty,  my  dear,"  she  said,  "if  I  may  take 
the  liberty,  bein'  a  old  woman.  Good  night !  God  bless 
you  ! " 

When  she  was  gone,  the  girl  lay  forward,  her  face  hidden 
upon  her  arms  on  the  table.  For  a  few  seconds  no  one 
spoke ;  then  Haworth  looked  up  from  his  plate,  on  which  he 
kept  his  eyes  fixed,  and  broke  the  stillness. 

"If  there'd  been  a  fellow  among  you  that  had  dared  to 
show  his  teeth,"  he  said.  "I'd  have  wrung  his  cursed  neck  !" 


CHAPTER  XX. 

MISS    FFRENCH     MAKES   A   CALL. 

The  following  Sunday  morning,  the  congregation  of  Broxton 
Chapel  was  thrown  into  a  state  of  repressed  excitement. 
Haworth  s  carriage,  with  a  couple  of  servants,  brought  his 
mother  to  enjoy  Brother  Hixon's  eloquence.  To  the  presence 
of  the  carriage  and  servants  Haworth  had  held  firm.  Upon 
the  vvliolc,  he  would  have  preferred  that  she  should  have  pre- 
sented herself  at  the  door  of  Broxton  Old  Church,  which  was 
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under  the  patronage  of  the  county  families  and  honored  by 
their  presence;  but  the  little  woman  had  exhibited  such 
uneasiness  at  his  unfolding  his  plan  of  securing  the  largest 
and  handsomest  pew  for  her  that  he  had  yielded  the  point. 

"  I've  always  been  a  chapel-goin'  woman,  Jem,"  she  had 
said,  "  an'  I  wouldn't  like  to  change.  An'  I  should  feel  freer 
where  there's  not  so  many  gentlefolk." 

The  carriage  and  the  attending  servants  she  had  submitted 
to  with  simple  obedience.  There  Were  no  rented  pews  in 
Broxton  Chapel,  and  she  took  her  seat  among  the  rest,  inno- 
cently unconscious  of  the  sensation  her  appearance  had 
created.  Every  matron  of  the  place  had  had  time  to  learn 
who  she  was,  and  to  be  filled  with  curiosity  concerning  her 

Janey  Briarley,  by  whose  side  she  chanced  to  sit,  knew 
more  than  all  the  rest,  and  took  her  under  her  protection  at 
once. 

"  Tha'st  getten  th'  wrong  hymn-book,"  she  whispered  audi- 
bly, having  glanced  at  the  volume  the  servant  handed  to  her 
"We   dunnot   use   Wesley   aw'  th'  toime.     We   use   Mester 
Hixon's  '  Songs  o'  Grace.'     Tha  can  look  on  wi'  me  " 

Her  delicate  attentions  and  experience  quite  won  Dame 
Haworth's  motherly  heart. 

"I  never  see  a  sharper  little  thing,'^  she  said,  admiringly, 
afterward  ;'  nor  a  old-fashioneder.  There  wasn't  a  tex'  as  she 
didnt  find  immediate,  nor  yet  a  hymn." 

"Bless  us!"  said  Mrs.  Briarley,  laboriously  lugging  the 
baby  homeward.  -  An'  to  think  o'  her  bein'  the  mistress  o'  that 
big  house,  wi'  aw  them  chaps  i'  livery  at  her  beck  an'  call.  Why 
she  s  nowt  but  a  common  body,  Jane  Ann.  She  thanked  thee 
as  simple  as  ony  other  woman  moight  ha'  done  !  She's  noan 
quality.  She'd  getten  a  silk  gown  on,  but  it  wur  a  black  un 
an  not  so  much  as  a  feather  i'  her  bonnet.  I'd  ha'  had  a 
feather  if  I'd  ha'  been  her-a  feather  sets  a  body  off.  But 
that  s  alius  the  road  wi'  folk  as  has  brass-they  nivver  know 
now  to  spend  it." 
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"Nay,"  said  Janey,  "she  is  na  quality;  but  she's  getten  a 
noice  way  wi'  her.     Haworth  is  na  quality  hissen." 

"She  wur  a  noice-spoken  owd  body,"  commented  Mrs. 
Briarley.     "  Seemt  loike  she  took  a  fancy  to  thee." 

Janey  turned  the  matter  over  mentally,  with  serious  thrift. 

"  I  should  na  moind  it  if  she  did,"  she  replied.  "  She'll 
ha'  plenty  to  gi'  away." 

It  was  not  long  before  they  knew  her  well.  She  was  a 
cheerful  and  neighborly  little  soul,  and  through  the  years  of 
her  prosperity  had  been  given  to  busy  and  kindly  charities. 

In  her  steadfast  and  loving  determination  to  please  her 
son,  she  gave  up  her  rustic  habit  of  waiting  upon  herself,  and 
wore  her  best  gown  every  day,  in  spite  of  pangs  of  conscience. 
She  rode  mstead  of  walked,  and  made  courageous  efforts  to 
become  accustomed  to  the  size  and  magnificence  of  the  big 
rooms,  but,  notwithstanding  her  faithfulness,  she  was  a  little 
restless.  » 

"  Not  bein'  used  to  it,"  she  said,  "  I  get  a  little  lonesome 
or  so— sometimes,  though  not  often,  my  dear." 

She  had  plenty  of  time  to  feel  at  a  loss.  Her  leisure  was 
not  occupied  by  visitors.  Broxton  discussed  her  and  smiled 
at  her,  rather  good-naturedly  than  otherwise.  It  was  not 
possible  to  suspect  her  of  any  ill,  but  it  was  scarcely  to  be 
anticipated  that  people  would  go  to  see  her.  One  person  came, 
however,  facing  public  opinion  with  her  usual  calmness,—' 
Rachel  Ffrench,  who  presented  herself  one  day  and  made  her 
a  rather  long  call. 

On  hearing  the  name  announced,  the  little  woman  rose 
tremulously.  She  was  tremulous  because  she  was  afraid  that 
she  could  not  play  her  part  as  mistress  of  her  son's  household 
to  his  honor.  When  Miss  Ffrench  advanced,  holding  out  her 
gloved  hand,  she  gave  her  a  startled  upward  glance  and  dropped 
a  little  courtesy. 

For  a  moment  she  forgot  to  ask  her  to  be  seated.     When 
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she  recollected  herself,  and  they  sat  dowr,   opposite  to  each 
other,  she  could  at  first  only  look  at  her  visitor  in  silence. 

But  Miss  Ffrench  was  wholly  at  ease.  She  enjoyed  the 
rapturous  wonder  she  had  excited  with  all  her  heart.  She  was 
very  glad  she  had  come. 

"  It  must  be  very  pleasant  for  Mr.  Haworth  to  have  you 
here,"  she  said. 

The  woman  started.  A  flush  of  joy  rose  upon  her  withered 
face.  Her  comprehension  of  her  son's  prosperity  had  been  a 
limited  one.  Somehow  she  had  never  thought  of  this.  Here 
was  a  beautiful,  high-bred  woman  to  whom  he  must  be  in  a 
manner  near,  since  she  spoke  of  him  in  this  way— as  if  he  had 
been  a  gentleman  born. 

"Jem?"  she  faltered  innocently.  *' Yes,  ma'am.  I  hope 
so.     He's— he's  told  me  so." 

Then  she  added,  in  some  hurry  : 

"Not  that  I  can  be  much  comp'ny  to  him— it  isn't  that;  if 
he  hadn't  been  what  he  is,  and  had  the  friends  he  has,  I  couldn't 
be  much  comp'ny  for  him.  An'  as  it  is,  it's  not  likely  he  can 
need  a  old  woman  as  much  as  his  goodness  makes  him  say  he 
does."  ^ 

Rachel  Ffrench  regarded  her  with  interest. 

"  He  is  very  good,"  she  remarked,  "and  has  a  great  many 
friends,  I  dare  say.     My  father  admires  him  greatly." 

"Thank  you  ma'am,"  brightly,  "though  there's  no  one  could 
help  it.  His  goodness  to  me  is  more  than  I  can  tell,  an'  it's 
no  wonder  that  others  sees  it  in  him  an'  is  fond  of  him 
accordin." 

"  No,  it's  no  wonder,"  in  a  tone  of  gentle  encouragement. 
The  flush  upon  the  withered  cheek  deepened,  anu  the  old 
eyes  lit  up. 

"  He's  thirty  two  year  old,  Miss,"  said  the  loving  creature, 

~ -  '""^  ^  '--^  •^winc  yet.  wiicii  lic  a  uunc  a  wrong  or  saia  a 

harsh  word.     He  was  honest  an'  good  as  a  child,  an'  he's 
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honest  an'  good  as  a  man.     His  old  mother  can  say  it  from 
the  bottom  of  her  full  heart." 

"  It's  a  very  pleasant  thing  to  be  able  to  say,"  remarked  her 
visitor.    . 

"  It's  the  grateful  pride  of  my  life  that  I  can  say  it,"  with 
fresh  tenderness.  "An'  to  think  that  prosperity  goes  with  it 
too.  I've  said  to  myself  that  I  wasn't  worthy  of  it,  because  I 
couldn't  never  be  grateful  enough.  He  might  have  been  pros- 
perous and  not  what  he  is.  Many  a  better  woman  than  me 
has  had  that  grief  to  bear,  an'  I've  been  spared  it." 

When  Miss  Ffrench  returned  to  her  carriage  she  wore  a 
reflective  look.  When  she  had  seated  herself  comfortably,  she 
spoke  aloud  : 

"No,  there  are  ten  chances  to  one  that  she  will  never  see 
the  other  side  at  all.  There  is  not  a  man  or  woman  in  Broxton 
who  would  dare  to  tell  her.     I  would  not  do  it  myself." 

When  Haworth  returned  at  night  he  heard  the  particulars  of 
the  visit,  as  he  had  known  he  should  when  Ffrench  had  told 
him  that  it  was  his  daughter's  intention  to  call  that  day. 

"  The  beautifulest  young  lady  my  old  eyes  ever  saw,  my 
dear,"  his  mother  said  again  and  again.  "  An'  to  think  of  her 
comin'  to  see  me,  as  if  I'd  been  a  lady  like  herself." 

Haworth  spoke  but  little.  He  seldom  said  much  in  these 
days.  He  sat  at  the  table  drinking  his  after-dinner  wine,  and 
putting  a  question  now  and  then. 

"  What  did  she  say?"  he  asked. 

She  stopped  to  think. 

"  P'raps  it  was  me  that  said  most,"  she  answered,  "  though 
I  didn't  think  so  then.  She  asked  a  question  or  so  an'  seemed 
to  like  to  listen.  I  was  tellin'  her  what  a  son  you'd  been  to 
me,  an'  how  happy  I  was  an'  how  thankful  I  was.". 

"  She's  not  one  that  says  much,"  he  said,  without  looking 
up  from  the  glass  on  which  his  pvps  had  h^^ri  fiv^^ri  htu^^'c 
her  way." 

She  replied  with  a  question,  put  timidly. 
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"  You've  knowed  her  a  good  bit,  I  dare  say,  my  dear  ?" 

"  No,"  un'easily,     "  A  six-month  or  so,  that's  all." 

"  But  it's  been  long  enough  for  her  to  find  out  that  what  I 
said  to  her  was  true.  I  didn't  tell  her  what  was  new  to  her, 
my  dear.  I  see  that  by  her  smile,  an'  the  kind  way  she  listen- 
ed. She's  got  a  beautiful  smile,  Jem,  an'  a  beautiful  sweet 
face." 

When  they  parted  for  the  night,  he  drew  from  his  pocket 
a  bank-note  and  handed  it  to  her. 

"  I've  been  thinking,"  he  said,  awkwardly,  "  that  it  would  be 
in  your  line  to  j^ive  summat  now  and  then  to  some  o'  the  poor 
lot  that's  so  thick  here.  There's  plenty  on  'em,  an'  p'r'aps  it 
wouldn't  be  a  bad  thing.  There's  not  many  that's  fond  of 
givin'.     Let's  set  the  gentry  a  fashion." 

"  Jem  !"  she  said.  "My  dear  !  there  isn't  nothin'  that  would 
make  me  no  happier — nothin'  in  the  world." 

"  It  won't   do  over  much   good,   may   be,"   he  returned. 
"  More  than  half  of  them  don't  deserve  it,  but  give  it  to  'em  if 
you've  a  fancy  for  it.     I  don't  grudge  it." 
■    There  were  tears  of  joy  in  her  eyes.     She  took  his  huiid  and 
held  it,  fondling  it. 

"  I  might  have  knowed  it,"  she  said,  "  an'  I  don't  deserve  it 
for  holdin'  back  an'  feelin  a  bit  timid,  as  I  have  done.  I've 
thought  of  it  again  and  again,  when  I've  been  a  trifle  lonesome 
with  you  away.  There's  many  a  poor  woman  as  is  hard-worked 
that  I  might  help,  and  children,  too,  may  be,  me  bein'  so  fond 
of 'em." 

She  drew  nearer  still  and  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm. 

"  I  always  was  fond  of  'em,"  she  said,  "  always— an'  I've 
thought  that,  sometimes,  my  dear,  there  might  be  little  things 
here  as  I  might  help  to  care  for,  an'  as  would  be  fond  of  me. ' 

"  If  there  was  children,"  she  went  on,  '*  I  should  get  used  to 
It  quick.  They'd  take  away  the — the  bigness,  an'  make  me 
forget  it." 
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But  he  did  not  answer  or  look  at  her,  though  she  felt  his 
arm  tremble. 

"  I  think  they'd  be  fond  of  me,"  she  said,  "  them,  an'— an' 
her  too,  whomsoever  she  might  be.  She'd  be  a  lady,  Jem,  but 
she  wouldn't  mind  my  ways,  I  dare  say,  an'  I'd  do  my  best 
with  all  my  heart.  I'd  welcome  her,  an'  give  up  my  place 
here  to  her,  joyful.  It's  a  place  fitter  for  a  lady  such  as  she 
would  be— God  bless  her  .'—than  for  me."  And  she  patted 
his  sleeve  and  bent  her  face  that  she  might  kiss  his  hand. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

IN  WHICH  MRS.  BRIARLEY's  POSITION  IS  DELICATE. 

So  the  poor  and  hard-worked  of  the  town  came  to  know  her 
well,  and  it  must  also  be  confessed  that  others  less  deserving 
learned  to  know  her  also,  and  proceeded,  with  much  thrift  and 
dexterity,  to  make  hay  while  the  sun  shone.  Kaworth  held  to 
his  bargain,  even  going  to  the  length  of  lavishness. 

"  Haworth  gives  it  to  her  ?  "  was  said  with  marked  incredi- 
bility at  the  outset.  "  Na  lad,  tha  canna  mak'  me  believe 
that?" 

Mrs.  Haworth's  earliest  visit  was  made  to  the  Briarley  cot. 
tage,  She  came  attired  in  her  simplest  gown,  the  week  after 
her  appearance  at  the  Chapel,  and  her  entrance  into  the  house- 
hold created  such  an  excitement  as  somewhat  disturbed  her. 
The  children  were  scattered  with  wild  hustling  and  scurry, 
Janey  dragged  off  her  apron  in  the  temporary  seclusion  offered 
by  the  door.  Mrs.  Briarley,  wiping  the  soap-suds  from  her 
arms,  hurried  forward  with  apologetic  nervousness.  She 
dropped  a  courtesy,  scarcely  knowing  what  words  of  welcome 
would  be  appropriate  for  the  occasion,  and  secretly  speculating 
on  possible  results. 
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But  her  visitor's  demeanor  was  not  overpowering,  ^e 
dropped  a  courtesy  herself, — a  kindly  and  rustic  obeisance. 
She  even  looked  somewhat  timid, 

"  I'm  Mr,  Haworth's  mother,  ma'am,"  she  faltered,  "  an' — 
an'  thank  you  kindly,"  taking  the  seat  offered.  **  Don't  put 
yourself  out,  ma'am,  for  me.  There  wasn't  no  need  to  send 
the  children  away,-  -not  at  all,  me  bein'  partial  to  'em  an'  also 
used." 

The  next  instant  she  gave  a  timid  start. 

"  Gi'  me  my  best  cap  !"  cried  a  stentorian  voice.  "  Gi'  me 
my  best  cap  !     Wheer  is  it  ?     Gi'  me  my  best  cap  !" 

Granny  Dixon's  high  basket-backed  chair  had  been  placed 
in  the  shadow  of  the  chimney-corner  for  her  better  enjoyment 
of  her  mid-day  nap,  and  suddenly  aroused  by  some  unknown 
cause,  she  had  promptly  become  conscious  of  the  presence  of 
a  visitor  and  the  dire  need  of  some  addition  to  her  toilet.  She 
sat  up,  her  small-boned  figure  trembling  with  wrath,  her  large 
eyes  shining. 

"  Gi'  me  my  best  cap  !"  she  demanded.     "  Gi'  it  me  !" 

Mrs.  Briarley  disappeared  into  the  adjacent  room,  and  came 
out  with  the  article  required  in  her  hand.  It  was  a  smart  cap 
with  a  lace  border  and  blue  bows  on  it. 

"  Put  it  on  !"  shouted  Mrs,  Dixon.     "  An'  put  it  on  straight !" 

Mrs.  Briarley  obeyed  nervously. 

"She's  my  mester's  grandmother,"  si.e  explained  plaintively. 
"  Yo'  munnot  moind  her,  missus," 

Granny  Dixon  fixed  her  eyes  upon  the  stranger. 

"  She  getten  it,"  she  proclaimed.  "  I  did  na.  I'd  nivver 
ha'  bowt  t'  thing  i'  th'  world.  Blue  nivver  were  becomin'  to 
me.     She  getten  it.     She  nivver  had  no  taste." 

"  Aye,"  said  Mrs,  Briarley,  "  I  did  get  it  fur  thee,  tha  nasty 
owd  piece,  but  tha'lt  nivver  catch  me  at  th'  loike  again, — givin' 

.  bit  o'  iinery  to  my  name." 
1,"  cried  Mrs,  Dixon.     "  It  wur 
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my  fav'rite  color  when  I  wur  a  lass     n«'  t 

lass,  too,  seventy  year  ago  "  '  I  wur  a  good-lookin' 

"  She  canna  hear  thee,"  said  Mrs.  Briarlev      •'  Sh.'c  h«  / 
a  post-th'ill-tempertowd  besom,"  andZceeded  to  !i        /  '' 
translation  at  the  top  of  her  lungL  ^'""'''"^'^  ^^^'^^  ^  ^ee 

"She  says  tha  mun  ha'  been  han'«jnm«      ci 
could  see  that  to  look  at  thee  "  "  ''''  ""^'""^ 

"Aye,"  sharply.     "She's  reet    fno      t 
ago.     Who  is  she?"  '  ^   "'"''  ^^"^"^>^   ^^^^ 

"  She's  Mester  Haworth's  mother." 

"  Mester  Haworth's  mother  ?"  promptly.     -  Did  na  tha  t.ll 
me  he  wur  a  rich  mon  ?"  '        ^  y        ^la  na  tha  tell 

"Aye,  I  did." 

"  VVell,  then,  what  does  she  dress  i'  that  road  fnr  ?     qi,  > 
noanquahty.     She  doesna  look  ^uch  bette'  ^tht -'    '"" 
.0  do  J.  heT;."      ""'"'^^  ""'■  ''"'"^'-     "  ^^"'"'^  a  body  . 

"  Don't  mind  her,  ma'am,"  said  Mrs.  Haworth      "  I,  rf„„., 
do  no  harm.     A  old  person's  often  sing'iar.     It  don't  Lll' 

.erard^rn7ht;s;:~ '°  --  -"-  -. 
-e.iend,inessthati?::r::rrx::;T^ 

"  Theer's  trouble  ivvery  wheer  "  she  <,c>\a  «     »  t  ^ 
tha  has  thy  share,  missus,  fur  aw  t^y  tiss  '  '  '  '""  "^ 

oJ"J."f";" '■"''^.'"=.^■"°-  d^"-'-  «ference  to  the  ".„,•„'. 
«h.h  haa  called  ionh  so  much  virtuous  indignatbnon 
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the  part  of  the  Broxton  matrons.     She  felt  it  but  hospitable  to 
wait  until  her  guest  told  her  own  story  of  tribulation. 

But  Mrs.  Haworth  sat  smiling  placidly. 

"  I've  seen  it  in  my  day,"  she  said ;  **  an*  it  were  heavy 
enough  too,  my  dear,  an'  seemed  heavier  than  it  were,  p'r'aps, 
through  me  bein'  a  young  thing  an'  helpless,  but  I  should  be  a 
ungrateful  woman  if  I  didn't  try  to  forget  now  as  it  had  ever 
been.  A  woman  as  has  such  a  son  as  I  have — one  that's  pros- 
pered an'  lived  a  pure,  good  life  an'  never  done  a  willful  wrong, 
an'  has  won  friends  an'  respect  everywhere — has  enough  happi- 
ness to  help  her  forget  troubles  that's  past  an'  gone." 

Mrs.  Briarley  stopped  half-'vay  to  the  ground  in  the  act  of 
picking  up  Granny  Dixon's  discarded  head-gear.  Her  eyes 
were  wide  open,  her  jaw  fell  a  little.  But  her  visitor  went  on 
without  noticing  her. 

"  Though,  for  the  matter  of  that,"  she  said,  "  I  dare  say 
there's  not  one  on  you  as  doesn't  know  his  ways,  an'  couldn't 
tell  me  of  some  of  his  goodness  as  I  should  never  find  out 
from  him." 

"Wheerart  tha  puttin' my  cap?"  shouted  Granny  Dixon. 
"What  art  tha  doin' wi' my  cap?  Does  tha  think  because 
I've  got  a  bit  o'  brass,  I  can  hot  th'  bake-oven  wi'  head- 
dresses?" 

Mrs.  Briarley  had  picked  up  the  cap,  and  was  only  rescued 
by  this  timely  warning  from  the  fatal  imprudence  of  putting  it 
in  the  fire  and  stirring  it  violently  with  the  poker. 

"  Art  tha  dazeder  than  common  ?"  shrieked  the  old  woman. 
"  Has  tha  gone  daft  ?     What  art  tha  starin'  at?" 

"  I  am  no  staring  at  nowt,"  said  Mrs.  Briarley,  with  a  start. 
"  I — I  were  heai'  snin'  to  the  lady  here,  an'  I  did  na  think  o' 
what  I  wur  doin'.' 

She  did  not  fully  recover  herself  during  the  whole  of  her 
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were  made  known  to  her,  she  stopped  jolting  the  baby  and  sat 
in  wild  confusion. 

"  Did  tha  say  as  he  wur  goin'  to  gi'  thee  money?"  she  ex- 
claimed, — "  money  to  gi'  away  ?" 

"  He  said  he'd  give  it  without  a  grudge,"  said  his  mother, 
proudly.  "  Without  a  grudge,  if  it  pleased  me.  That's  his 
way,  my  dear.  It  were  his  way  from  the  time  he  were  a  boy, 
an'  worked  so  hard  to  give  me  a  comfortable  home.  He  give 
it,  he  said,  without  a  grudge." 

"  Jane  Ann,"  said  Mrs.  Briarley,  standing  at  the  door  to 
watch  her  out  of  sight,— "Jane  Ann,  what  dost  tha  think  o' 
that  theer?" 

She  said  it  helplessly,  clutching  at  the  child  on  her  hip  with 
a  despairing  grasp. 

"  Did  tha  hear  her  ?"  she  demanded.  "  She  wur  talkin'  o* 
Haworth,  an'  she  wur  pridin'  he/sen  on  th'  son  he'd  been  to 
her,  an'— an'  th'  way  he'd  lived.  Th'  cold  sweat  broke  out  aw 
over  me.  No  wonder  I  wur  fur  puttin'  th'  cap  i'  th'  fire.  Lord 
ha'  mercy  on  us  !" 

But  Janey  regarded  the  matter  from  a  more  practical  stand- 
point. 

"  He  has  na  treated  her  ill,"  she  said.  "  Happen  he  is  na 
so  bad  after  aw.    Did  tha  hear  what  she  said  about  th'  money  ?" 


CHAPTER  XXII. 


AGAIN. 

"There's  a  chap,"  it  was  said  of  Murdoch  with  some  disdain 
among  the  malcontents,—"  theer's  a  chap  as  coom  heer  to 
work  for  his  fifteen  bob  a  week,  an'  no^^  he's  hand  i'  glove  wi' 
th'  mesters  an's  getten  a  shop  o'  his  own." 

The  "  shop"  in  question,  had,  however,  been  only  a  very 
simple  result  of  circumstances.     In  times  of  emergency  it  had 
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been  discovered  that  "tlV  .vlen  :an  t  h;  p"  was  an  individual  of 
resources.  Floxham  had  'scovered  is  early,  and,  afterward, 
the  heads  of  other  deparu.icnts.  If  a  marhin  t  tool  v  i  out 
of  o-der,  "  Tak'  it  to  th'  'Merican  chap  an  fettle  i^     said 

one  to  another.  And  the  time  had  never  beea  when  the  neces- 
sary "  fettling"  had  not  been  accomplished.  In  his  few  leisure 
moments,  Murdoch  would  go  from  room  to  room,  asking 
questions  or  looking  on  in  silence  at  the  work  being  carried  on. 
Often  his  apparently  hap-hazard  and  desultory  examinations 
finally  resulted  in  some  suggestion  which  simplified  things 
astonishingly.  He  had  a  fancy  for  simplifying  and  improving 
the  appliances  he  saw  in  use,  and  this,  too,  without  any  waste 
of  words. 

But  gradually  rough  models  of  these  trifles  and  hastily  made 
drawings  collected  in  the  corner  of  the  common  work-room 
which  had  fallen  to  Murdoch,  and  Haworth's  attention  was 
drawn  toward  them. 

"  What  wi'  moddles  o'  this  an'  moddles  o'  that,"  Floxham 
remarked,  "  we'll  ha'  to  mak'  a  flittin'  afore  long.  Theer'll  be 
no  room  fur  us,  nor  th'  engines  neyther." 

Haworth  turned  to  the  things  and  looked  them  over  one  by 
one.  touching  some  of  them  dubiously,  some  carelessly,  some 
without  much  comprehension. 

"  Look  here,"  he  said  to  Murdoch,  "  there's  a  room  nigb 
mine  that's  not  in  use.  I  don't  like  to  be  at  close  quarters 
with  every  chap,  but  you  can  bring  your  traps  up  there.  It'll 
be  a  place  to  stow  'em  an'  do  your  bits  o'  jobs  when  you're  in 
the  humor." 

The  same  day  the  change  was  made,  and  before  leaving  the 
Works,  Haworth  came  in  to  look  around.  Throwing  himself 
into  a  chair,  he  glanced  about  him  with  a  touch  of  curiosity, 

'*  They're  all  your  own  notions,  these  ?"  he  said. 

"  They  are  of  not  much  consequence,"  he  answered.    "  They 
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are  only  odds  and  ends  that  fell  into  my  hand*?  somehow  when 
they  needed  attention.     I  like  that  kind  of  work,  you  know." 

"  Aye,"  responded  Haworth,  "  I  dare  say.  But  most  chaps 
would  have  had  more  to  say  about  doin'  'em  than  you  have." 

Not  lonK  after  Ffrench's  advent  a  change  was  made. 

"  If  you'll  give  up  your  old  job.  and  take  to  looking  sharp 
after  the  machinery  and  keeping  the  chaps  that  run  it  up  to 
their  work,"  said  Haworth,  "you  can  do  it.  It'll  be  a  better 
shop  than  the  other  and  give  you  more  time.  And  it'll  be  a 
savmg  to  the  place  in  the  end." 

So  the  small  room  containing  his  nondescript  collection  be- 
came his  head-quaiters,  and  Murdoch's  positiou  was  a  more 
responsible  one.  He  found  plenty  of  work,  but  he  had  more 
time,  as  Haworth  had  prophesied,  and  he  had  also  more  liberty. 

"  Yo're  getten  on,"  said  Janey  Briarley.  "  Yo're  getten 
more  wage  an'  less  work,  an'  yo're  one  o'  th'  mesters,  i'  a  way. 
Yo'  go  wi'  th'  gentlefolk  a  good  bit,  too.  Feyther  says  Ffrench 
mak's  hissen  as  thick  wi'  yo'  as  if  yo'  wur  a  gentleman  yorsen. 
Yo'  had  yere  supper  up  theer  last  neet.  Did  she  set  i'  th'  room 
an'  talk  wi'  yo'?" 

"  Yes,"  he  answered.  It  was  not  necessary  to  explain  who 
"  she"  was. 

"Well,"  said  Janey,  "she  would  na  do  that  if  she  did  na 
thmk  more  o'  yo'  nor  if  yo'  were  a  common  chap.  She's  pretty 
grand  i'  her  ways.     What  did  yo'  talk  about  ?" 

"  It  would  be  hard  to  tell  now,"  he  replied.  "  We  talked  of 
several  things." 

"  Aye,  but  what  I  wanted  to  know  wur  whether  she  talked 
to  thee  loike  she'd  talk  to  a  gentIemon,-whether  she  made 
free  with  thee  or  not." 

'•  I  have  never  seen  her  talk  to  a  gentleman,"  he  said. 
"  How  does  she  talk  to  Haworth  ?" 

"  I  have  never  seen  her  talk  to  him.  either.     We  have  never 
been  there  at  the  same  time." 
This  was  true.     It  had  somehow  chanced  that  they  had 
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never  met  at  the  house.  Perhaps  Rachel  Ffrcnch  knew  why. 
She  had  Tound  liroxton  dull  enough  to  give  her  an  interest  in 
any  novelty  of  emotion  or  experience.  She  disliked  the  ugly 
iQvn,  with  its  population  of  hard-worked  and  unpicturesque 
people.  She  hated  the  quiet,  well-regulated  well-bred  county 
families  with  candor  and  vivacity.  She  had  no  hesitation  in 
announcing  her  distaste  and  weariness,     y 

"  I  detest  them  all,"  she  once  said  calmly  to  Murdoch.  "I 
detest  them." 

She  made  the  best  of  the  opportunities  for  enlivenment 
which  lay  within  her  grasp.  She  was  not  averse  to  Haworth's 
presenting  himself  again  and  again,  sitting  in  restless  misery 
in  the  room  with  her,  watching  her  every  movement,  drinking 
in  her  voice,  struggling  to  hold  himself  in  check,  and  failing 
and  growing  sullen  and  silent,  and  going  away,  carrying  his 
wretchedness  with  him. 

She  never  encouraged  him  to  advance  by  any  word  or  look, 
but  he  always  returned  again,  to  go  through  the  same  self- 
torture  and  humiliation,  and  she  always  knew  he  would.  She 
even  derived  some  unexciting  entertainment  from  her  father's 
plans  for  the  future.  He  had  already  new  methods  and  pro- 
cesses to  discuss.  He  had  a  fancy  for  establishing  a  bank  in 
the  town,  and  argued  the  advisability  of  the  scheme  with  much 
fervor  and  brilliancy.  Without  a  bank  in  which  the  "hands" 
could  deposit  their  earnings,  and  which  should  make  the  town 
a  sort  of  center,  and  add  importance  to  its  business  ventures, 
Broxton  was  nothing. 

The  place  was  growing,  and  the  people  of  the  surrounding 
villages  were  drawn  toward  it  when  they  had  business  to  trans 
act.     They  were  beginning  to  buy  and  sell  in  its  market,  and 
to  look  to  its  increasing  population  for  support.     The  farmer 
would  deposit  their  funds,  the  shop-keepers  theirs,  the  "  hands 
would  follow  their  example,  and  in  all  likelihood   it   would 
prove,  in  the  end,  a  gigantic  success. 

Haworth   met  his   enthusiasms    with    stolid    indifference. 
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Sometimes  he  did  not  listen  at  all,  sometimes  he  laughed  a 
short  heavy  laugh,  sometimes  he  flung  him  off  with  a  rough 
speech.  But  in  spite  of  this,  there  were  changes  gradually 
made  m  the  Works,-trifling  changes,  of  which  Eaworth  was 
either  not  conscious,  or  which  he  disdained  to  notice.  He 
lost  something  of  his  old  masterful  thoroughness  ;  he  was  less 
regular  m  his  business  habits  ;  he  was  prone  to  be  tyrannical 
by  fits  and  starts. 

"  Go  to  Ffrench,"  he  said,  roughly,  to  one  of  the  "  hands,"  on 
one  occasion ;  and  though  before  he  had  reached  the  door  he 
was  called  back,  the  man  did  not  easily  forget  the  incident. 

Miss  Ffrench  looked  on  at  all  of  this  with  a  great  deal  of 
interest. 

"He  does  not  care  for  the  place  as  he  did,"  she  said  to  Mur- 
doch. "  He  does  not  like  to  share  his  power  with  another 
man.     It  is  a  nightmare  to  him." 

By  this  time,  she  had  seen  Murdoch  the  oftener  of  the  two. 
Mr.  Ffrench's  fancy  for  him  was  more  enthusiastic  than  his 
fancy  for  the  young  man  from  Manchester  or  the  Cumberland 
mechanic.  He  also  found  him  useful,  and  was  not  chary  of 
utilizing  him.  In  time,  the  servants  of  the  house  ceased  to 
regard  him  as  an  outsider,  and  were  surprised  when  he  was 
absent  for  a  few  days. 

"  We  have  a  fellow  at  our  place  whom  you  will  hear  of  some 
of  these  days,"  Ffrench  said  to  his  friends.  "  He  spends  his 
evenings  with  me  often." 

"  Ffrench  has  taken  a  great  fancy  to  thee,  lad,"  Haworth 
said,  drily.  "  He  says  you're  goin'  to  astonish  us  some  of 
these  days." 

"  Does  he  ?  "  Murdoch  answered. 

"  Aye.  He's  got  a  notion  that  you're  holding  on  to  summat 
on  the  quiet,  and  that  it'll  come  out  when  we're  not  expecting 

They  were  in  the  little  work-room  together,  and  Murdoch, 
leaning  back  in  his  chair  with  his  hands  clasped  behind  his 
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head,  looked  before  him  without  replying,  except  by  a  slight 
knitting  of  his  brows. 

Haworth  laughed  harshly. 

"Confound  him  for  a  fool!"  he  said.     "I'm  sick  of  the 
chap,  with  his  talk.     He'll  stir  me  up  some  o'  these  days." 

Then  he  looked  up  at  his  companion. 

"  He  has  you  up  there  every  night  or  so,"  he  said.     "What 
does  he  want  of  you  ?" 

"  Never  the  same  thing  twice,"  said  Murdoch. 

"  Do  you — always  see  her?" 

"  Yes." 

The  man  moved  in  his  seat,  a  sullen  red  rising  to  his  fore- 
head. 

"  What — has  she  to  say  ?  "  he  asked. 

Murdoch  turned  about  to  confront  him.  He  spoke  in  a  low 
voice,  and  slowly. 

"  Do  you  want  to  know,"  he  said,  "  whether  she  treats  me 
as  she  would  treat  another  man  ?     Is  that  it  ?  " 

"  Aye,"  was  the  grim  answer,  "  summat  o'  that  sort,  lad." 

Murdoch  left  his  chair.  He  uttered  half  a  dozen  words 
hoarsely. 

"  Come  up  to  the  house  some  night  and  judge  for  yourself," 
he  said. 

He  went  out  of  the  room  without  looking  backward.  It  was 
Saturday  noon,  and  he  had  the  half-day  of  leisure  before  him, 
but  he  did  not  turn  homeward.  He  made  his  way  to  the  high 
road  and  struck  out  upon  it.  He  had  no  definite  end  in  view,  at 
first,  except  the  working  off  of  his  passionate  excitement,  but 
when,  after  twenty  minutes'  walk  he  came  within  sight  of  Brox- 
ton  Chapel  and  its  grave-yard  his  steps  slackened,  and  when 
he  reached  the  gate,  he  stopped  a  moment  and  pushed  it  open 
and  turned  in. 

It  was  a  quiet  little  place,  with  an  almost  rustic  air,  of  which 
even  the  small,  ugly  chapel  could  not  rob  it.  The  grass  grew 
long  upon  the  mounds  of  earth  and  swayed  softly  in  the  warm 
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wind.  Only  common  folk  lay  there,  and  there  were  no  monu- 
ments and  even  few  slabs.  Murdoch  glanced  across  the  sun- 
lit space  to  the  grass-covered  mound  of  which  he  had  thought 
when  he  stopped  at  the  gate-way. 

He  had  not  thought  of  meeting  any  one,  and  at  the  first 
moment  the  sight  of  a  figure  standing  at  the  grave-side  in  the 
sunshine  was  something  of  a  shock  to  him.  He  went  forward 
more  slowly,  even  with  some  reluctance,  though  he  had  recog- 
nized at  once  that  the  figure  was  that  of  Christian  Murdoch. 

She  stood  quite  still,  looking  down,  not  hearing  him  until 
he  was  close  upon  her.  She  seemed  startled  when  she  saw 
him. 

"  Why  did  you  come  here  ?  "  she  asked. 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  answered.  "  I  needed  quiet,  I  suppose, 
and  the  place  has  a  quiet  look.     Why  did  you  come  ?  " 

"  It  is  not  the  first  time  I  have  been,"  she  said.  "  I  come 
here  often." 

"You!"  he  said.     "Why?" 

She  pointed  to  the  mound  at  her  feet  with  a  singular 
gesture. 

"  Because  Ae  is  here,"  she  said,  "  and  I  have  learned  to  care 
for  him." 

She  knelt  down  and  laid  her  hand  upon  the  grass,  and  he 
remembered  again  her  emotion  in  the  strange  scene  which  had 
occurred  before. 

"  I  know  him  very  well,"  she  said.     "  I  know  him." 

""You  told  me  that  I  would  not  understand,"  l;e  said.  "  It 
is  true  that  I  don't  yet " 

Suddenly  there  were  tears  in  her  eyes  and  in  her  voice. 

"  He  dees  not  seem  a  dead  man  to  me,"  she  said.  "  He 
never  will." 

"I  do  not  think,"  he   answered,   heavily,    "that  his   life 

"  Not  to  me,"  she  repeated.  "  I  have  thought  of  him  until 
I  have  seemed  to  grow  near  to  him,  and  to  know  what  his 
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/  urden  was,  and  how  patiently  he  bore  it.  I  have  never  been 
pat  int.  I  have  rebelled  always,  and  so  it  has  gone  to  my 
heart  all  the  more." 

Murdoch  looked  down  upon  the  covering  sod  with  a  pang. 

**  He  did  bear  it  patiently,"  he  said,  "  at  the  bitterest  and 

worst." 

"  I  know  that,"  she  replied.  "  I  have  been  sure  of  it." 
"  I  found  some  papers  in  my  room  when  I  first  came,"  she 
went  on.  "  Some  of  them  were  plans  he  had  drawn  thirty 
years  ago.  He  had  been  very  patient  and  constant  with  them. 
He  had  drawn  the  same  thing  again  and  again.  Often  he  had 
written  a  few  words  upon  them,  and  they  helped  me  to  under- 
stand. After  I  had  looked  them  over  I  could  not  forget.  They 
haunted  me  and  came  back  to  me.  I  began  to  care  for  him 
and  put  things  together  until  all  was  real." 

Then  she  added,  slowly  and  in  a  lowered  voice  : 
"  I  have  even  thought  that  if  he  had  lived  he  would  have 
been  fond  of  me.     I  don't  know  why,  but  I  have  thought  that 
perhaps  he  would." 

For  the  first  time  in  his  knowledge  of  her,  Murdoch  saw  in 
her  the  youth  he  had  always  missed.  Her  dark  and  bitter 
young  face  was  softened  ;  for  the  moment  she  seemed  almost 
a  child,— even  though  a  child  whose  life  had  been  clouded  by 
the  shadow  of  sir  md  wrong. 

'« I  think— he  would,"  he  said,  slowly. 
"  And  I  have  got  into  the  habit  of  coming  here  when  I  was 
lonely  or — at  my  worst." 

"  You  are  lonely  often,  I  dare  say,"  he  returned,  wearily. 
'« I  wish  it  could  be  helped." 

«'  It  is  nothing  new,"  she  replied,  with  something  of  her  old 
manner,  "  and  there  is  no  help  for  it." 

But  her  touch  upon  the  grass  was  a  caress.  She  smoothed 
it  softly,  and  moved  with  singular  gentleness  a  few  dead  leaves 
which  had  dropped  upon  it. 

"  When  I  come  here  I  am— better,"  she  said,  "  and— less 


•f 


132 


"  haworth's." 


hard.     Things  do  not  seem  to  matter  so  much-or  to  look  so 
shameful." 

A  pause  followed,  which  she  herself  broke  in  upon. 

"  I  have  thought  a  great  deal  of— what  he  left  unfinished  " 
she  said.  - 1  have  wished  that  I  might  see  it.  It  would  be 
almost  as  if  I  had  seen  himself" 

"  I  can  show  it  to  you,"  Murdoch  answered.  "  It  is  a  little 
thing  to  have  caused  so  great  pain." 

1  hey  said  but  little  else  until  they  rose  to  go.  As  he  sat 
watching  the  long  grass  wave  under  the  warm  wind,  Murdoch 
felt  that  his  excitement  had  calmed  down.  He  was  in  a  cooler 
mood  when  they  got  up  at  last.  But  before  they  turned  away 
the  girl  lingered  for  a  moment,  as  if  she  wished  to  speak 

"  Sometimes,"  she  faltered,-sometimes  I  have  thought  you 
had  half  forgotten." 

"  Nay,"  he  answered,  "  never  that,  God  knows  !  " 
"I  could  not  bear  to  believe  it,"  she  said,  passionately.  "  It 
would  make  me  hate  you  !  " 

When  they  reached  home  he  took  her  up  to  his  room.      He 
had  locked  the  door  when  he  left  it  in  the  morning.     He  un- 
locked It,  and  they  went  in.    A  cloth  covered  something  stand- 
ing upon  the  table.     He  drew  it  aside  with  an  unsteady  hand 
"  Look  at  it,"  he  said.     "  It  has  been  there  since  last  night, 
lou  see  It  haunts  me  too." 
"  What !  "  she  said,  «  you  brought  it  out  yourself-again  i  " 
'  Yes,"  he  answered,  "again." 
She  drew  nearer,  and  sat  down  in  the  chair  before  the  table. 

He  used  to  sit  here  ?  "  she  said 
"Yes." 

"  ^f;^^|^^d  been  finished,"  she  said,  almost  as  if  speaking  to 
herself  ;  Death  would  have  seemed  a  little  thing  to  him 
Even  If  It  should  be  finished  now,  I  think  he  would  forget  the 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 


"  TEN    shillings'    WORTH." 


The  same  evening,  Mr,  Briarley,  having  partaken  ot  an  early 
tea  and  some  vigorous  advice  from  his  wife,  had  suddenly, 
during  a  lull  in  the  storm,  vanished  from  the  domestic  circle, 
possibly  called  therefrom  by  the  recollection  of  a  previous 
engagement.  Mrs.  Briarley  had  gone  out  to  do  her  **  Sunday 
shoppin',"  the  younger  children  had  been  put  to  bed,  the  older 
ones  were  disporting  themselves  in  the  streets  and  byways,  and 
consequently  Janey  was  left  alone,  uncheered  save  by  the  pre- 
sence of  Granny  Dixon,  who  had  fallen  asleep  in  her  chair 
with  her  cap  unbecomingly  disarranged. 

Janey  sat  down  upon  her  stool  at  a  discreet  distance  from 
the  hearth.  She  had  taken  down  from  its  place  her  last  book 
of  "memoirs," — a  volume  of  more  than  usually  orthodox  and 
peppery  flavor.  She  held  it  within  range  of  the  light  of  the  fire 
and  began  to  read  in  a  subdued  tone  with  much  unction. 

But  she  had  only  mastered  the  interesting  circumstance  that 
"  James  Joseph  Wilson  was  born  November  8th,"  when  her 
attention  was  called  to  the  fact  that  wheels  had  stopped  before 
the  gate  and  she  paused  to  listen. 

"  Bless  us  !  "  she  said.     "  Some  un's  comin'  in." 

The  person  in  question  was  Haworth,  who  so  far  dispensed 
with  ceremony  as  to  walk  up  to  the  firelight  without  even 
knocking  at  the  door,  which  sto^d  open. 

"  Where's  your  father  ?  "  he  demanded. 

"  He's  takken  hissen  off  to  th'  beer-house,"  said  Janey,  "  as 
he  alius  does  on  Saturday  neet, — an'  ivvery  other  neet  too,  as 
he  gets  th'  chance," 

A  chair  stood  near  and  Haworth  took  it, 

"  I'll  sit  down  and  wait  for  him,"  hr  replied. 

"  Tha'lt  ha'  to  wait  a  good  bit  then,"  said  Miss  Briarley. 
"  He'll  noan  be  whoam  till  midneet," 
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"She  stood  in  no  awe  of  her  visitor.  She  had  heard  him 
discussed  too  freely  and  too  often.  Of  late  years  she  had  not 
unfrequently  assisted  in  the  discussions  herself.  She  was  fam- 
iliar with  his  sins  and  shortcomings  and  regarded  him  with  due 
severity. 

"  He'll  noan  be  whoam  till  midneet,"  she  repeated  as  she 
seated  herself  on  her  stool. 

But  Haworth  did  not  move.  He  was  in  a  mysterious  humor 
It  was  plain.  In  a  minute  more  his  young  companion  began 
to  stare  at  him  with  open  eyes.  She  saw  something  in  his  face 
which  bewildered  her. 

"  He's  getten  more  than's  good  fur  him,"  she  was  about  to 
decide  shrewdly,  when  he  leaned  forward  and  touched  her  with 
the  handle  of  the  whip  he  held." 

"  You're  a  sharp  little  lass,  I  warrant,"  he  said. 
Janey  regarded  him  with  some  impatience.     He  was  flushed 
and  somewhat  disheveled  and  spoke  awkwardly. 

"  You're  a  sharp  little  lass,  I'll  warrant,"  he  said  again. 
"  I  ha'  to  be,"  she  responded,  tartly.     "  Tha'd  be  sharp  thy- 
sen  if  tha  had  as  mich  to  look  after  as  I  ha'." 

"  I  dare  say,"  he  answered.  "  I  dare  say."  Then  added 
even  more  awkwardly  still,  "  I've  heard  Murdoch  say  you  were 
— Murdoch." 

The  disfavor  with  which  she  had  examined  him  began  to  be 
mingled  with  distrust.  She  hitched  her  stool  a  few  inches 
backward. 

"  Mester  Murdoch  !  "  she  echoed.  "  Ave,  I  know  him  well 
enow." 

"  He  comes  here  every  day  or  so  ?  " 
"Aye,  him  an'  me's  good  friends." 
"  He's  got  a  good  many  friends,"  he  said. 
"  Aye,"  she  answered.     "  He's  a  noice  chap.     Most  o'  folk 
tak'  to  him.     There's  Mr.  Ffrenrh  nn«r  o«d  /--" 
He  goes  there  pretty  often  ?  " 
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"  Aye,  oftener  than  he  goes  anj'  wheer  else.  They  mak'  as 
mich  o'  him  as  if  he  wur  a  gentleman." 

"  Did  /le  tell  you  that  ?  " 

"  Nay,"  she  answered.  "  He  does  na  talk  mich  about  it. 
I've  fun  it  out  from  them  as  knows." 

Then  a  new  idea  presented  itself  to  her. 

"  What  does  tha  want  to  know  fur  ?  "  she  demanded  with 
unceremonious  candor. 

He  did  not  tell  her  why.  He  gave  no  notice  to  her  ques- 
tion save  by  turning  away  from  the  fire  suddenly  and  asking 
her  another. 

"What  does  he  say  about  her?"  he  asked. 

He  spoke  in  such  a  manner  that  she  pushed  her  stool  still 
farther  back,  and  sat  staring  at  him  blankly  and  with  some 
indignation. 

'*  He  does  na  say  noze/f  about  her,"  she  exclaimed.  "What's 
up  wi'  thee  ?  " 

The  next  moment  she  uttered  an  ejaculation  and  the  book 
of  memoirs  fell  upon  the  floor.  A  flame  shot  up  from  the  fire 
and  showed  her  his  face.  He  drew  forth  his  purse  and,  open- 
ing it,  took  out  a  coin.  The  light  fell  upon  that  too  and 
showed  her  what  it  was. 

"  Do  you  see  that  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Aye,"  she  answered,  "  it's  a  half-sov'rin." 

"  I'll  give  it  to  you,"  he  said,  "  if  you'll  tell  me  what  he  says 
and  what  he  does.  You're  sharp  enow  to  have  seen  summat, 
I'll  swear,  and  I'll  give  it  to  you  if  you'll  tell  me." 

He  did  not  care  what  impression  he  made  on  her  or  how  he 
entangled  himself.     He  only  thought  of  one  thing. 

"  Tell  me  what  he  says  and  what  he  does,"  he  repeated,  "and 
I'll  give  it  to  you." 

Janey  rose  from  her  stool  in  such  a  hurry  that  it  lost  its 
balance  and  fell  over. 

"  I — I  dunnot  want  it !  "  she  cried.  "  I  dunnot  want  it.  I 
can  na  mak'  thee  out ! " 
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"  You're  not  as  sharp  as  I  took  you  for,  if  you  don't  want  it  » 
he  answered.     You'll  not  earn  another  as  easy,  my  lass  " 

Only  stern  common  sense  rescued  her  from  the  weakness  of 
backmg  out  of  the  room  into  the  next  apartment. 

"  I  dunnot  know  what  tha'rt  drivin'  at,"  she  said.  "  I  je  1 
thee — I  dunnot  know  nowt." 

"  Does  he  never  say,"  he  put  it  to  her,  "  that  he's  been 
there-and  that  he's  seen  I.er-and  that  she's  sat  and  talked- 
and  that  he's  looked  at  Jier-and  listened-and  thought  over 
It  afterward  ? "  &  ci 

This  was  the  last  straw.     Bewilderment  turned  to  contempt 

"  That  would  na  be  worth  ten  shillin',"  she  said  '^  Tha 
knows  he's  been  theer,  an'  tha  knows  he's  seen  her,  an'  tha 
knows  he  could  na  see  her  wi'out  lookin'  at  her.  I  dunnot  see 
as  theer's  owt  i'  lookm'  at  her,  or  i'  listenin'  neyther  Wheer's 
th'  use  o'  givin'  ten  shillin'  to  hear  summat  yo'  know  yo'rsen  ? 
rheer  s  nowt  1'  that !  " 

"  Has  he  ever  said  it  ?  "  he  persisted. 

"  No,"  she  answered,  -  He  has  na.  He  nivver  wur  much 
give  to  talk,  an.'  he  says  less  than  ivver  i'  these  days." 

"  Has  he  never  said  that  she  treated  him  well,  and— was 
easier  to  please  than  he'd  thought ;  has  he  never  said  nowt  like 
that  ? 

"Nay,  that  he  has  na  !  "  with  vigor.     " Nowt  o'  t'  soart  " 
He  got  up  as  unceremoniously  and  abruptly  as  he  had  sat 
down. 

"  1  was  an  accursed  fool  for  coming,"  she  heard  him 
mutter. 

He  threw  the  half-sovereign  toward  her,  and  it  fell  on  the 
floor. 

"  Art  tha  goin'  to  gi'  it  me  ?  "  she  asked. 
"  Yes,"  he  answered,  and  he  strode  through  the  door-way 
into  the  darkness,  leaving  her  staring  at  it. 
She  went  to  the  fire  and,  bending^down,  examined  it  closely 
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and  rubbed  it  with  a  corner  of  her  apron.  Then  she  tried  its 
ring  upon  the  flagged  floor. 

"  Aye,"  she  said,  "  it's  a  good  un,  sure  enow  !  It's  a  good 
un!" 

She  had  quite  lost  her  breath.  She  sat  down  upon  her 
stool  again,  forgetting  the  memoirs  altogether. 

"  I  nivver  heard  so  mich  doment  made  over  nowt  i'  aw  my 
days,"  she  said.  "  I  conna  see  now  what  he  wur  up  to,  axin' 
questions  as  if  he  wur  i'  drink.  He  mun  ha'  been  i'  drink  or 
he'd  nivver  ha'  gi'en  it  to  me." 

And  on  the  mother's  return  she  explained  the  affair  to  her 
upon  this  sound  and  common-sense  basis. 

"  Mester  Haworth's  been  here,"  she  said,  "  an'  he  wur  i' 
drink  an'  give  me  ten  shillin'.  I  could  na  mak'  out  what  he 
wur  drivin'  at.  He  wur  askin'  questions  as  put  me  out  o' 
patience.  Eh  !  what  foo's  men  is  when  they've  getten  too 
much." 

When  he  left  the  house,  Haworth  sprang  into  his  gig  with 
an  oath.  Since  the  morning  he  had  had  time  to  think  over 
things  slowly.  He  had  worked  himself  up  into  a  desperate, 
headlong  mood.  His  blood  burned  in  his  veins,  his  pulses 
throbbed.  He  went  home  to  his  dinner,  but  ate  nothing.  He 
drank  heavily,  and  sat  at  the  table  wearing  such  a  look  that  his 
mother  was  stricken  with  wonder. 

"  I'm  out  o'  humor,  old  lady,"  he  said  to  her.  "  Stick  to 
your  dinner,  and  don't  mind  me.  A  chap  with  a  place  like 
mine  on  his  mind  can't  always  be  up  to  the  mark." 

"  If  you  nint  ill,  Jem,"  she  said,  "  it  don't  matter  your  not 
talkin'.  You  mustn't  think  o'  me  my  dear  !  I'm  used  to  bav- 
in' lived  alone  so  long." 

After  dinner  he  went  out  again,  but  before  he  left  the  room 
he  went  to  her  and  kissed  her. 

"  Ther's  nowt  wrong  wi'  me,"  he  said.  "  You've  no  need  to 
trouble  yourself  about  that.     I'm  right  enow,  never  fear." 
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"  There's  nothin'  else  could  trouble  me,"  she  said,  "  nothin', 
so  long  as  you're  well  an'  happy." 

"  There's  nowt  to  go  agen  me  bein'  happy,"  he  said,  a  little 
grimly.  "  Not  yet,  as  I  know  on.  1  don't  let  things  go  agen 
me  easy." 

About  half  an  hour  later  he  stood  in  the  road  before  his 
partner's  house.     The  night  was  warm,  and  the  windows  of 
the  drawing-room  were  thrown  open.     He  stood  and  looked 
up  at  them  for  a  minute  and  then  spoke  aloud. 
"  Aye  !"  he  said,  "  he's  there,  by  George  ! " 
He  could  see  inside  plainly  but  the  thing  she  saw  best  were 
Rachel  Ffrench  and  Murdoch.     Ffrench  himself  sat  in  a  large 
chair  reading.     Miss   Ffrench   stood   upon   the  hearth.     She 
rested  an  arm  upon  the  low  mantel,  and  talked  to  Murdoch, 
who  stood  opposite  to  he-,     The  man  who  watched  uttered  an 
oath  at  the  sight  of  her. 

"  Him  !"  he  said.  "  Him— damn  him  !"  and  grew  hot  and 
cold  by  turns. 

He  kept  his  stand  for  full  ten  minutes,  and  then  crossed  the 
road. 

The  servant  who  answered  his  summons  at  the  door  regarded 
him  with  amazement. 

'•  I  know  they're  in,"  he  said,  making  his  way  past  him.  "  I 
saw  'em  through  the  window." 

Those  in  tb,  drawing-room  heard  his  heavy  feet  as  he  mount- 
ed the  staircase.  It  is  possible  that  each  recognized  the  sound. 
Ffrench  rose  hurriedly,  and,  it  must  be  owned,  with  some  slight 
trepidation.  Rachel  merely  turned  her  face  toward  the  door. 
She  did  not  change  her  position  otherwise  at  all.  Murdoch 
did  not  move. 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  said  Ffrench,  with  misplaced  enthusiasm. 
"  I  am  glad  to  see  you." 

But  Haworth  passed  him  over  with  a  nod,  His  e"es  were 
fixed  on  Murdoch.  He  gave  him  a  nod  also  and  spoke  to 
him. 
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"  WTiat,  you're  here,  are  you  ?»  he  said.  "  That's  a  good 
thing." 

"  We  think  so,"  said  Mr.  Ffrench,  with  fresh  fervor.  "  My 
dear  fellow,  sit  down." 

He  took  the  chair  offered  him,  but  still  looked  at  Murdoch 
and  spoke  to  him. 

"  I've  been  to  Briarley 's,"  he  said.  "I've  had  a  talk  with  that 
little  lass  of  his.  She  gave  me  the  notion  you'd  be  here.  She's 
a  sharp  little  un,  by  George !" 

"They're  all  sharp,"  said  Mr.  Ffrench.  "The  precocity 
one  finds  in  these  manufacturing  towns  is  something  astonish- 
ing— astonishing." 

He  launched  at  once  into  a  dissertation  upon  the  causes  of 
precocity  in  a  manufacturing  town  and  became  so  absorbed  in 
his  theme  that  it  mattered  very  little  that  Haworth  paid  no 
attention  to  him.  He  was  leaning  back  in  his  chair  with  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  not  moving  his  eyes  from  Murdoch. 

Mr.  Ffrench  was  in  the  middle  of  his  dissertation  when, 
half  an  hour  afterward,  Haworth  got  up  without  ceremony 
Murdoch  was  going. 

"  I'll  go  with  you,"  he  said  to  him. 

They  went  out  of  the  room  and  down  the  staircase  to- 
gether without  speaking.  They  did  not  even  look  at  each 
other,  in  fact. 

When  they  were  fairly  out  of  the  room  Mr.  Ffrench  glanced 
somewhat  uneasily  at  his  daughter. 

"Really,"  he  said,   "  he  is  not  always  a  pleasant  fellow  to 
deal  With.     One  IS  never  sure  of  reaching  him."    And  then 
as  he  received  no  answer,  he  returned  in  some  embarrasment 
to  his  book. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 


AT  AN  END. 

When  they  stood  in  the  road,  Haworth  laid  his  hand  upon 
his  companion's  shoulder  heavily. 

"  Come  up  to  the  Works,  lad,"  he  said,  "and  let's  have  a 
bit  of  a  talk." 

His  voice  and  his  touch  had  something  in  common.  Mur- 
doch understood  them  both.  There  was  no  need  for  clearer 
speech. 

"Why  there?"  he  asked. 

"  It's  quiet  there.     I've  a  fancy  for  it." 

"  I  have  no  fancy  against  it.  As  well  there  as  anywhere 
else." 

"  Aye,"  said  Haworth.     "  Not  only  as  well,  but  better." 
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He  led  the  way  into  his  own  room  and  struck  a  light.  He 
flung  the  keys  upon  the  table;  they  struck  it  with  a  heavy 
clang.  Then  he  spoke  his  first  words  since  they  had  turned 
from  the  gate-way. 

"  Aye,"  he  said,  "  not  only  as  well  but  better.  I'm  at  home 
here,  if  I'm  out  everywhere  else.  The  place  knows  me  and  I 
know  it.  I'm  the  best  man  here,  by !  if  I'm  out  every- 
where else." 

He  sat  down  at  the  table  and  rested  his  chin  upon  his  hand. 
His  hand  shook  and  his  forehead  was  clammy. 

Murdoch  threw  himself  into  a  chair  opposite  to  him. 

"  Go  on,"  he  said.     "  Say  what  you  have  to  say." 

Haworth  bent  forward  a  little 

"  You've  got  on  better  than  I'd  have  thought,  lad,"  he  said, 

— *•  hf»ttf»r  fhan  I'd  hnvp  thnncrVit  " 

"  What !"  hoarsely.  *'  Does  she  treat  me  as  she  treats  other 
men?" 
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"Nay,"  said  Haworth,  "  not  as  she  treats  me — by  the  Lord 
Harry!" 

The  deadly  bitterness  which  possessed  him  was  terrible ;  he 
was  livid  with  it. 

"  I've  thought  of  a  good  many,"  he  said.  '*  I've  looked  on 
at  'em  as  they  stood  round  her — chaps  of  her  own  sort,  with 
money  and  the  rest  of  it  j  but  I  never  thought  of  you — not 
once." 

**  No,"  srid  Murdoch,  "  I  dare  say  not." 

«« No — not  once,"  the  man  repeated.  "  Get  up  and  let's 
take  a  look  at  you,"  he  said.  "  Happen  I've  not  had  the  right 
notion  on  you." 

'*  Don't  say  anything  you'll  repent,"  said  Murdoch.  '*  It's 
bad  enough  as  it  is." 

But  his  words  were  like  chaff  before  the  wind. 

*' You  !"  cried  the  man.  "You  were  the  chap  that  knew 
naught  of  women's  ways.  You'd  scarce  look  one  on  'em  in 
in  the  face.      You're  not  the  build  I  thought  they  took  to." 

"  You  told  me  that  once  before,"  said  Murdoch,  with  a  bitter 
laugh.     **  I've  not  forgotten  it." 

Hawcrth's  clenched  fist  fell  upon  the  table  with  a  force  which 
made  the  key?    ing. 

"  Blast  you  he  said.  "  You're  nigher  to  her  now  than  me 
now  /" 

"Then,"  Murdoch  answer  ;d,  "  you  may  give  up." 

"  Give  up  !  "  was  the  reply.  Nay,  not  that,  my  lad.  I've 
not  come  to  that  yet." 

Then  his  rage  broke  forth  again. 

^^You  to  be  going  there  on  the  quiet!"  he  cried.  '^You  to  be 
making  way  with  her,  and  finding  her  easy  to  please,  and  prid- 
ing yourself  on  it ! " 

"  / please  her !"  said  Murdoch.     "  /pride  myself !" 

He  gul  up  ami  began  Lo  pace  the  floor. 

"  You';  c  nad  ! "  he  said.     "  Mad  ! " 

Haworth  checked  himself  to  stare  at  him. 
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"What  did  you  go  for,"  he  asked,  "if  it  wasn't  for  that?" 

Murdoch  stopped  in  his  walk.     He  turned  himself  about. 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  said,  "I  don't  know." 

"  Do  you  think,"  he  said,  in  a  hushed  voice,  after  the  pause 
which  followed,—"  do  you  think  I  expect  anything  ?  Do  you 
think  I  look  forward  or  backward  ?  Can  you  understand  that 
it  is  enough  as  it  stands— enough?" 

Haworth  still  stared  at  him  dully. 
"   "  Nay,"  he  returned,  "  that  I  cannot." 

"  /  to  stand  before  her  as  a  man  with  a  best  side  which 
might  win  her  favor !  What  is  there  in  me,  that  she  should 
give  me  a  thought  when  I  am  not  near  her  ?  What  have  I 
done  ?  What  has  my  life  been  worth  ?  It  may  be  nothing  in 
the  end  !     Good  God  !  nothing  ! " 

He  said  it  almost  as  if  stunned.  For  the  moment  he  was 
overwhelmed,  and  had  forgotten. 

"  You're  nigher  to  her  than  I  am,"  said  Haworth.     "You 

think  because  you're  one  o'  the  gentleman  sort " 

"  Gentleman  !  "  said  Murdoch,  speculatory.  "la  gentle- 
man?" 


It 


"  Aye,  damn  you,"  said  Haworth,  bitterly,  "  and  you  know 


The  very  words  seemed  to  rouse  him.  He  shook  his  clenched 
hand. 

"  That's  it !"  he  cried.  "  There's  where  it  is.  You've  got 
it  in  you,  and  you  know  it— and  she  knows  it  too  !" 

"  I  have  never  asked  myself  whether  I  was  or  not,"  said 
Murdoch.  "1  have  not  cared.  What  did  it  matter?  What 
you  said  just  now  was  true,  after  all.  I  know  nothing  of 
women.  I  know  little  enough  of  men.  I  have  been  a  dull 
fellow,    I    think,  and  slow  to  learn.     I  can  only  take  what 


comes. 


chair. 


came  back  to   the   table,  and  threw  himself  into  his 


"  haworth's." 


143 


"  Does  either  of  us  know  what  we  came  here  for  ?  "  he 
asked. 

"  We  came  to  talk  it  over,"  was  Haworth's  answer,  "  and 
we've  done  it." 

"  Then,  if  we  have  done  it,  let  us  go  our  ways." 

"  Nay,  not  yet.     I've  summat  more  to  say." 

"  Say  it,"  Murdoch  replied,  "  and  let  us  have  it  over." 

"  It's  this,"  he  returned.  "  You're  a  different  chap  from 
what  I  took  you  for — a  different  chap.  I  never  thought  of  you 
— not  once," 

"  You've  said  that  before." 

"  Aye,"  grimly,  "  I've  said  it  before.  Like  enough  I  shall 
say  it  again.  It  sticks  to  me.  We've  been  good  friends,  after 
a  manner,  and  that  makes  it  stick  to  me.  I  don't  say  you're 
to  blame.  I  haven't  quite  made  the  thing  out  yet.  We're  of 
a  different  build,  and — there's  been  times  before  when  I 
haven't  quite  been  up  to  you.  But  we've  been  friends,  after 
a  manner,  and  now  th'  time's  come  when  we're  done  with 
that." 

"  Done  with  it !  "  repeated  Murdoch,  mechanically. 

"Aye,"  meeting  his  glance  fully,  "done  with  it!  We'll 
begin  fair  and  square,  lad.  It's  done  with.  Do  you  think," 
with  deadly  coolness,  "  I'd  stop  at  aught  if  th'  time  come  ?" 

He  rose  a  little  from  his  seat,  bending  forward. 

"  Naught's  never  come  in  my  way,  yet,  that's  stopped  me," 
he  said.  "  Things  has  gone  agen  me  and  I've  got  th'  best  on 
'em  in  one  way  or  another.  I've  not  minded  how.  I've  gone 
on  till  I've  reached  this.  Naught's  stopped  me — naught  never 
shall ! " 

He  fell  back  in  his  chair  and  wiped  the  cold  sweat  from  his 
forehead  with  his  handkerchief. 

"  i  wish,"  he  said,  "  it  had  been  another  chap.  I  never 
thought  of  you — not  once." 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 


I    SHALL    NOT   TURN    BACK. 
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Murdoch  went  out  into  the  night  alone.  When  he  found 
himself  outside  the-  iron  gate  he  stood  still  for  a  moment. 

"  I  will  not  go  home  yet,"  he  said  ;  "  not  yet." 

He  knew  this  time  where  he  was  going  when  he  turned  his 
steps  upon  the  road  again.  He  had  only  left  the  place  a  few 
hours  before. 

The  moonlight  gave  it  almost  a  desolate  look,  he  thought, 
as  he  passed  through  the  entrance.  The  wind  still  swayed  the 
grass  upon  the  mounds  fitfully,  and  the  headstones  cast  darker 
shadows  upon  them.  There  was  no  shadow  upon  the  one 
under  which  Stephen  Murdoch  rested.  It  lay  in  the  broad 
moonlight.  Murdoch  noticed  this  as  he  stopped  beside  it. 
He  sat  down  upon  the  grass,  just  as  he  had  done  in  the  after- 
noon. 

"  Better  not  go  home,  just  yet,"  he  said  again.  "  There  is 
time  enough." 

Suddenly  an  almost  unnatural  calmness  had  fallen  upr  •: 
him.  His  passions  and  uncertainties  of  the  past  few  monti.o 
seemed  small  things.  He  had  reached  a  climax  and  for  a 
moment  there  seemed  time  enough.  He  thought  of  the  past 
almost  coldly — going  over  the  ground  mentally,  step  by  step. 
It  was  as  if  he  thought  of  the  doings  of  another  man — one  who 
was  younger  and  simpler  and  whose  life  was  now  over. 

"  There  are  a  good  many  things  that  are  done  with,"  he  said 
mechanically,  recalling  Haworth's  words. 

He  thought  of  the  model  standing  in  its  old  place  in  the 
empty  room.  It  was  a  living  thing  awaiting  his  coming.  The 
anA  tnicrl-if  hp  nnv^hinDr — rfllamifv.  failure,  death  ! — but  to-nieht 
he  had  taken  his  first  step  toward  that  end. 

"  To-night  I  shall  begin  as  he  began,"  he  thought ;  "  to- 
night." 
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He  threw  himself  full  length  upon  the  grass,  clasping  his 
hands  beneath  his  head,  his  face  turned  upward  to  the  vast 
clearness  and  depth  above  him.  He  had  known  it  would  come 
some  day,  but  he  never  thought  of  its  coming  in  this  way. 
The  man  who  slept  under  the  earth  at  his  side  had  begun  with 
hope  ;  he  began  as  one  who  neither  hoped  nor  feared,  yield- 
ing only  to  a  force  stronger  than  himself. 

He  lay  in  this  manner  looking  up  for  nearly  an  hour.  Then 
he  arose  and  stood  with  bared  head  in  the  white  light  and  still- 
ness. 

"  I  shall  not  turn  back,"  he  said  aloud  at  last,  as  if  to  some 
presence  near  him.  "  I  shall  not  turn  back,  at  least.  Do  not 
fear  it." 

And  he  turned  away. 

It  was  his  mother  who  opened  the  door  for  him  when  he 
reached  home. 

"  Come  in,"  he  said  to  her,  with  a  gesture  toward  the  inner 
room.     "  I  have  something  to  say  to  you." 

She  followed  him  in  silence.  Her  expression  was  cold  and 
fixed.     It  struck  him  that  she,  too,  had  lived  past  hope  and 

dread. 

She  did  not  sit  down  when  she  had  closed  the  door,  but 

stood  upright,  facing  him. 

He  spoke  hoarsely. 

"  I  am  going  upstairs,"  he  said.  "  I  told  you  once  that  some 
day  it  would  see  the  light  again  in  spite  of  us  both.  You  can 
guess  what  work  I  shall  do  to-night." 

"  Yes,"  she  answered,  "  I  can  guess.     I  gave  up  long  ago." 

She  looked  at  him  steadily  ;  her  eyes  dilated  a  little  as  if 
with  slow-growing  fear  of  him. 

"  I  knew  it  would  end  so,"  she  went  on,  "  I  fought  against 
my  belief  that  it  would,  but  it  grew  stronger  every  day— every 
hour.     There  was  no  other  way." 

"  No,"  he  replied,  "  there  was  no  other  way." 
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"  I  have  seen  it  in  your  face,"  she  said.  "  I  have  heard  it 
in  your  voice.  It  has  never  been  absent  from  your  thoughts  a 
moment — nor  mine." 

He  did  not  speak. 

**  At  first,  when  he  died " 

Her  voice  faltered  and  broke,  and  then  rose  in  a  cry  almost 
shrill. 

"  He  did  not  die  !  "  she  cried.  "  He  is  not  dead.  He  lives 
now — here  I  There  is  no  death  for  him — not  even  death  until 
it  is  done." 

She  panted  for  breath ;  her  thin  chest  rose  and  fell — and  yet 
suddenly  she  had  checked  herself  again  and  stood  before  him 
with  her  first  strained  calm. 

**  Go,"  she  said.  "  I  cannot  hold  you.  If  there  is  an  end 
to  be  reached,  reach  it  for  God's  sake  and  let  him  rest." 

"  Wish  me  God-speed,"  he  said.  "  I — have  more  to  bear 
than  you  think  of" 

For  answer  she  repeated  steadily  words  which  she  had  uttered 
before. 

"  I  do  not  believe  in  it ;  I  have  never  believed  for  one  hour." 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 


"  A    REVOLL'TION." 


In  a  month's  time  the  Broxton  Bank  was  an  established  fact. 
It  had  sprung  ii  to  existence  in  a  manner  which  astonished 
even  its  originator.  Haworlh  had  come  to  him  in  cool  blood 
and  talked  the  matter  over.  He  had  listened  to  the  expound- 
ing of  his  views,  and  without  being  apparently  much  moved 
by  his  eloquence,  had  still  shown  a  disposition  to  weigh  the 
plan,  and  having  given  a  few  days  to  deliberation,  he  had 
returned  a  favorable  decision. 

"  The  thing  sounds  well,"  he  said,  "  and  it  may  be  a  sharp 
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stroke  that  way.  When  the  rest  on  'em  hear  on  it,  it'll  set  'em 
thinkin'.  Blast  'em  !  I  like  to  astonish  'em,  an'  give  'em 
summat  to  chew." 

Mr.  Ffrench  could  scarcely  believe  the  evidence  of  his 
senses.  He  had  been  secretly  conscious  of  playing  a  minor 
part  in  all  business  transactions.  His  pet  theories  had  been 
thrust  aside  as  worthy  of  small  notice.  His  continental  ex- 
perience had  been  openly  set  at  naught.  When  he  had  gone 
to  the  trouble  of  explaining  his  ideas  to  the  heads  of  the 
various  departments,  he  had  been  conscious  of  illuminating 
smiles  on  the  grimy  countenances  around  him.  His  rather 
frail  physique,  his  good  breeding,  his  well-modulated  voice, 
had  each  been  the  subject  of  derisive  comment. 

"  Gi'  him  a  puddlin'  rake  an'  let  him  puddle  a  bit,"  he  had 
heard  a  brawny  fellow  say,  after  one  of  his  most  practical  dis- 
sertations. 

After  his  final  interview  with  Haworth,  he  went  home  jubi- 
lant. At  dinner  he  could  speak  of  nothing  else.  Miss  Ffrench 
heard  the  details  from  beginning  to  end,  and  enjoyed  them  in 
a  manner  peculiarly  her  own. 

At  the  "  Who'd  ha  Thowt  it "  no  little  excitement  prevailed 
when  the  movement  was  discussed. 

"  A  bank  !  "  said  Foxy  Gibbs.  "  An'  wheer  did  he  get  th' 
money  to  set  up  a  bank  wi'  ?  Why,  he  getten  it  out  o'  th' 
workin'  mon,  an'  th'  sweat  o'  th'  workin'  mon's  brow.  If  theer 
wur  na  no  banks,  theer'd  be  more  money  to  put  in  'em.  I 
dunnot  believe  i'  banks  mysen,  Let  th'  brass  cerkylate — let  it 
cerkylate." 

**  Aye,"  said  Mr.  Briarley,  who  had  reached  his  second 
quart,  "  let  it  cerkylate,  an'  he'll  ha'  more  comfort,  will  the 
workin'  mon.  Theer's  too  many  on  'em,"  with  natural  emo- 
tion. "  They're  th'  ruin  o'  th'  country.  Theer's  summat 
wrong  wi'  'em.  If  they'd  gi'  a  chap  summat  to  put  i'  'em 
theer'd  be  some  chance  for  him  ;  but  that's  alius  th'  way.     He 
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has  na  no  chance,  hasn't  the  workin*  mon— he  has  na  no " 

'•  Shut  up  !  "  said  Foxy  Gibbs. 

"  Eh  ?  "  inquired  the  orator,  weakly  and  uncertainly. 

"  Shut  up,  till  tha's  getten  less  beer  i'  thee  !  " 

"Shut—"  repeated  Mr.  Briarley,  winking  his  eyes  slowly, — 
up?" 

He  seized  his  beer  mug  and  ga/ed  into  its  depths  in  some 
confusion.     A  deep  sigh  escaped  him. 

"  That's  alius  th'  road,"  he  faltered.  "  It's  th'  road  wi'  Sar- 
arann,  an'  it's  th'  road  wi'  aw  on  'em.  He  has  no  chance,  has 
na  a  mon  as  is  misforchnit."  And  he  happily  disposed  of  the 
beer  before  Janey  opened  the  door  and  appeared  to  marshal 
him  homeward. 

But  the  Broxton  Bank  was  an  established  fact,  and  created 
no  small  sensation. 

"  He  is  a  bold  fellow,  this  Haworth,"  it  was  said  among  his 
rivals,  "  but  he  will  overstep  himself  one  of  these  days." 

"  He's  set  up  a  bank,  has  he  ?  "  shouted  Granny  Dixon,  on 
Murdoch's  first  visit  after  she  had  heard  the  story. 

"  Yes,"  Murdoch  answered. 

She  sat  glowering  at  the  fire  a  few  moments  almost  bent 
double,  and  then,  having  deluded  her  audience  mto  believing 
she  had  subsided,  suddenly  started  and  came  to  life  again  with 
increased  vigor. 

"  I've  getten  my  brass  i'  th'  Manchester  Savin's,"  she  cried, 
"  an'  I'll  keep  it  theer." 

It  lied  unnecessary  to  reply,  and  nobody    made  any 

remark  upon  this  statement  of  facts.  But  the  venerable  matron 
had  not  concluded. 

"I'll  keep  it  theer!"  she  repeated— "  keep  it  theer!  I 
conna  bide  him,  no  more  thr^n  I  can  bide  her,"  And  then  she 
returned  to  her  fire,  fixing  her  great  eyes  upon  it  and  mumbling 
with  no  small  elation. 

"  Th'  thing'll  break  now,  for  sure,"  commented  her  much- 
tried  hostess,  sardonically.     "  It  conna  stand  up  agen  that,  i 
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reason.     Haworth  ud  better  sell  th'  Works  at  th'  start  afore  it's 
too  late." 

There  had  been  some  vague  wonder  in  Murdoch's  mind  as 
to  what  the  result  of  Haworth's  outburst  against  himself  would 
be. 

The  first  time  he  found  himself  confronting  him  as  he  went 
to  his  work-room  he  spoke  to  him  : 

"  You  said  once,"  he  remarked,  "  that  you  had  kept  this 
room  empty  because  you  did  not  care  to  be  at  close  quarters 
with  every  man.     Now " 

"  Get  th'  in,  my  lad,"  he  interrupted,  dryly.  "  It  suits  me 
well  enow  to  ha'  you  nigh  me.     Never  fear  that." 

The  only  outward  change  made  was  in  his  manner.  He  went 
about  his  labor  with  a  deadly  persistence.  He  came  early  and 
went  home  late.  The  simplest  "  hand  "  saw  that  some  power- 
ful force  was  at  work.  He  was  silent  and  harder  in  his  rule  ot 
those  under  him.  He  made  closer  bargains  and  more  daring 
plans.  Men  who  had  been  his  rivals  began  to  have  a  kind  of 
fear  of  him.     All  he  took  in  hand  throve. 

"  He  is  a  wonderful  fellow,"  said  Ffrench  to  his  friends. 
'"  Wonderful — wonderful  !  " 

Even  the  friends  in  question  who  were,  some  of  them,  county 
^magnates  of  great  dignity,  began  to  find  their  opinion  of  the 
man  shaken.  In  these  days  there  was  actually  nothing  to  com- 
plain of  The  simple  little  country  woman  reigned  in  his 
household.  She  attended  the  Broxton  Chapel  and  dispensed 
her  innocent  charities  on  all  sides.  Finally  a  dowager  of  high 
degree  (the  patroness  of  a  charitable  society)  made  the  bold 
move  of  calling  upon  her  for  a  subscription. 

"  It  weren't  as  hard  to  talk  to  her,  Jem,  as  I'd  have  thought," 
said  Mrs.  Haworth  afterward.  **  She  began  to  tell  me  about 
the  poor  women  as  suffers  so,  an'  somehow  I  forgot  about  her 
bein'  so  grand.  I  couldn't  think  of  nothin'  but  the  poor 
creturs  an'  ibeir  pain,  an'  when  I  come  to  sign  my  name  my 


I'  4 


'  i' 


't 


III 


I  .  ■    ■  '« 

:i 


•  i:. 


150 


"  HA  worth's." 


Ij 


'and  trembled  so  an'  my  eyes  was  that  full   I  couldn't  hardly 
tell  what  I'd  put  down.     To  think  of  them  poor  things " 

"  How  much  did  you  give  her?"  asked  Haworth. 

"  I  give  her  ten  pound,  my  dear,  an' " 

He  wrote  out  a  check  and  handed  it  to  her.  \ 

"  Go  to  her  to-morrow  and  give  her  that,"  he  said.  "  Happen 
it  '11  be  summat  new  fur  her  to  get  fifty  at  a  stroke." 

So  it  began  to  be  understood  that  the  master  of"  Haworth's" 
was  a  bugbear  with  redeeming  points  after  all.  The  Broxton 
Bank  had  its  weight  too,  and  the  new  cottages  which  it  was 
necessary  to  build. 

"  It  is  to  Haworth  after  all  that  you  owe  the  fact  that  the 
place  is  growing,"  said  Ffrench. 

There  came  an  evening,  when  on  entering  the  drawing-room 
of  a  county  potentate  with  whom  she  and  her  father  were  to 
dine,  Rachel  .^"french  found  herself  looking  directly  at  Haworth, 
who  stood  in  the  center  of  a  group  of  guests.  They  were  talk- 
ing to  him  with  an  air  of  great  interest  and  listening  to  his  off- 
hand replies  with  actual  respect.  Suddenly  the  tide  had 
turned.  Before  the  evening  had  passed  the  man  was  a  lion, 
and  all  the  more  a  lion  because  he  had  been  so  long  tabooed! 
He  went  in  to  dinner  with  the  lady  patroness,  and  she  after- 
ward announced  her  intention  of  calling  upon  his  mother  in 
state. 

"  There  is  a  rough  candor  about  the  man,  my  dear,"  she 
said,  "  which  one  must  respect,  and  it  appears  that  he  has 
really  reformed." 

There  was  no  difficulty  after  this.  Mrs.  Haworth  had  visi- 
tors every  day,  who  came  and  examined  her  and  wondered, 
and,  somehow,  were  never  displeased  by  her  tender  credulity.' 
She  admired  them  all  and  believed  in  them,  and  was  always 
ready  with  tears  and  relief  for  their  pensioners  and  charities. 

x^on  t  thank  me  ma'am,"  she  would  say.  *'  Don't  never 
thank  me,  for  it's  not  me  that  deserves  it,  but  him  that's  so 
ready  and  generous  to  every  one   that  suffers.     There  never 
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was  such  a  kind  heart  before,  it  seems  to  me,  ma'am,  nor  such 
a  lo^  in'  one." 

Haworth's  wealth,  his  success,  his  openhandedness,  his  past 
sins,  were  the  chief  topics  of  conversation.  To  speak  of  Brox- 
ton  was  to  speak  of  the  man  who  had  made  it  what  it  was  by 
his  daring  and  his  power,  and  who  was  an  absolute  ruler  over 
it  and  its  inhabitants. 

Ffrench  was  a  triumphant  man.  He  was  a  potentate  also  ; 
he  could  ride  his  hobby  to  the  sound  of  applause.  When  he 
expatiated  upon  "  processes,"  he  could  gain  an  audience  which 
was  attentive  and  appreciative.  He  had  not  failed  this  time, 
at  least,  and  was  put  down  as  a  shrewd  fellow  after  all. 

In  the  festivities  which  seemed,  somehow,  the  result  of  this 
sudden  revulsion  of  feeling,  Rachel  Ffrench  was  naturally  a 
marked  figure.  Among  the  women,  with  whom  she  was  not 
exactly  a  favorite,  it  was  still  conceded  that  she  was  not  a  young 
woman  whom  it  was  easy  to  ignore.  Her  beauty — of  which  it 
was  impossible  to  say  that  she  was  conscious — was  of  a  type 
not  to  be  rivaled.  When  she  entered  a  room,  glancing  neither 
to  right  nor  left,  those  who  had  seen  her  before  unavoidably 
looked  again,  and  those  who  had  not  were  silent  as  she  passed. 

There  was  a  delicate  suggestion  of  indifference  in  her  man- 
ner, which  might  be  real  or  it  might  not.  Her  demeanor  to- 
ward Haworth  never  altered,  even  to  the  extent  of  the  finest 
shadow  of  change. 

When  they  were  in  a  room  together  his  eye  followed  her 
with  stealthy  vigilance,  and  her  knowledge  of  the  fact  was  not 
a  disturbing  one.  The  intensity  of  her  consciousness  was  her 
great  strength.  She  was  never  unprepared.  When  he 
approached  her  she  met  him  with  her  little  untranslatable 
smile.  He  might  be  bold,  or  awkward,  or  desperate,  but  he 
never  found  her  outwardly  conscious  or  disturbed,  or  a  shade 
colder  or  warmer. 

It  was  only  natural  that  it  should  not  be  long  before  others 
saw  what  she,  seeing^  showed  no  knowledge  of.     It  was  easily 
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seen  that  he  made  no  effort  at  concealment.  His  passion 
revealed  itself  in  every  look  and  gesture.  He  could  not  have 
controlled  it  if  he  would,  and  would  not  if  he  could. 

"  Let  'em  see,"  he  said  to  himself.  "  It's  naught  to  them. 
It's  betwixt  her  and  me."  He  even  bore  himself  with  a  sullen 
air  of  defiance  at  times,  knowing  that  he  had  gained  one  thing 
at  least.  He  was  nearer  to  her  in  one  way  than  any  other  man; 
he  might  come  and  go  as  he  choose,  he  saw  her  day  after  day, 
he  knew  her  in-goings  and  out-comings.  The  success  which 
had  restored  her  father's  fortune?  was  his  success. 

"  I  can  make  her  like  a  queen  among  'em,"  he  said,—"  like 
a  queen,  by  George,— and  I'll  do  it." 

Every  triumph  which  fell  co  him  he  regarded  only  ns  it 
would  have  weight  in  her  eyes.  When  society  opened  its 
doors  to  him,  he  said  to  himself,  ''  Now  she'll  see  th.at  I  can 
stand  up  with  the  best  of  'em,  gentlemen  or  no  gentlemen  ! " 

When  he  suddenly  found  himself  a  prominent  figure— a  man 
deferred  to  and  talked  of,  he  waited  with  secret  feverishness 
to  see  what  the  effect  upon  her  would  be. 

"  It's  what  women  like,"  he  said.  "  It's  what  she  likes  more 
than  the  most  on  'em.     It'll  be  bound  to  tell  in  the  end." 

He  labored  as  he  had  never  labored  before  ;  his  ambitions 
were  boundless ;  he  strove  and  planned  and  ventured,  lying 
awake  through  long  hours  of  the  night  pondering  and  building, 
his  daring  growing  with  his  success. 

There  occurred  one  thing,  however,  which  he  had  not  bar- 
gained for.  In  his  laudable  enthusiasm  Mi;.  Ffrench  could 
not  resist  the  temptation  to  sound  the  praises  of  his  protege. 
His  belief  in  him  had  increased  instead  of  diminished  with 
time,  as  he  had  been  forced  regretfully  to  acknowledge  had 
been  the  case  during  the  eras  of  the  young  man  from  Man- 
chester and  his  fellows.  He  had  rsason  to  suspect  that  a  climax 
had  been  reached  and  that  his  hones  mieht  be  realized.  It  is 
not  every  man  who  keeps  on  hand  a  genius.  Naturally  his 
friends  heard  of  Murdoch  often.     Those  who  came  to  the 
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Works  were  taken  to  his  work-room  as  to  a  point  of  interest. 
He  became  in  time  a  feature,  and  was  spoken  of  with  a  mix- 
ture of  curiosity  and  bewilderment.  To  each  visitor  Ffrench 
told  in  strict  confidence  the  story  of  his  father  with  due  effect. 

"And  it's  my  impression,"  he  always  added,  "that  we  shall 
hear  more  of  this  invention  one  of  these  days.  He  is  a  sin- 
gular fellow—reserved  and  not  easy  to  read— just  the  man  to 
carry  a  purpose  in  his  mind  and  say  nothing  of  it,  and  in  the 
end  startle  society  by  accomplishing  what  he  has  held  in  view." 

Finally,  upon  one  occasion,  when  his  daughter  was  making 
her  list  of  invitations  for  a  dinner  party  they  were  to  give,  he 
turned  to  her  suddenly,  with  some  hesitation  in  his  manner. 

"  Oh— by  the  way, '  he  said,  "  there's  Murdoch,  we've  never 
had  Murdoch." 

She  wrote  the  name  without  comment. 

"  Who  next  ?"  she  asked  after  having  done  it. 

"  You  see,"  he  went  on  waveringly,  "  there  is  really  nothing 

which  could  be  an  obstacle  in  the  way  of  our  inviting  him 

really  nothing.     He  is — he  is  all  that  we  could  wish." 

The  reply  he  received  staggered  him, 

"  It  is  nonsense,"  she  said,  looking  up  calmly,  "  to  talk  of 
obstacles.     I  should  have  invited  him  long  ago." 

"  You  !"  he  exclaimed.     "  Would  you— really  ?" 

"  Yes,"  she  answered.     "  Why  not  ?" 

"Why— not?"  he  repeated  feebly.      "I   don't  know  why 

not.     I  thought  that  perhaps "  and  then  he  broke  off.     "  I 

wish  I  had  known  as  much  before,"  he  added. 

When  he  received  the  invitation,  Murdoch  declined  it. 

"  I  should  only  be  out  of  place,"  he  said  candidly  to  Miss 
Ffrench.  "  I  should  know  nobody,  and  nobody  would  ^now 
me.     Why  should  I  come?" 

"  There  is  very  good  reason  why  you  should  come,"  answered 

-' c  ■• ;■• '  »-%ji.»j/'_/jui^_.         X  iiiii  iiic  reason." 

There  was  no  further  discussion  of  the  point.  He  was  pre- 
sent and  Haworth  sat  opposite  to  him  at  the  table. 
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*'  It's  the  first  time  for  him  t"  said  Haworth  to  Miss  Ffrench, 
afterward. 

"  It  is  the  first  time  he  has  dined  here  with  other  people," 
she  answered.     *'  Have  you  a  reason  for  asking?" 

He  held  his  coffee-cup  in  his  hand  and  glanced  over  it  across 
the  room. 

"He  is  not  like  the  rest  on  'em,"  he  said,  "but  he  strnds 
it  pretty  well,  by  George  !" 


II  ' 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

"  THE  BEGINNING." 

For  some  time  there  had  hung  over  the  conduct  of  Mr.  Briar- 
ley,  an  air  of  deep  mystery.  The  boon  of  his  society  had  been 
granted  to  his  famil  even  less  frequently  than  ever.  His 
habit  of  sudden  and  apparently  unaccountable  disappearance 
from  the  home  circle  after  or  ev^n  in  the  midst  of  an  argument 
had  become  more  than  usually  proiiounced.  He  went  out 
evory  night  and  mvariably  returned  under  the  influence  of  malt 
liquor. 

"  Wheer  he  gets  th'  brass  bangs  me,"  said  Mrs.  Briarley, 
"  He  does  na  tak'  it  out  o'  his  wage,  that's  certain,  fur  he  has 
na  been  a  ha'penny  short  fur  three  week,  an'  he  does  na  get  it 
o'  tick,  thaf  1  know.  Bannett  at  th'  *  Public '  is  na  a  foo'. 
Wheer  does  he  get  th'  brass  fro'  ?" 

But  this  was  not  easily  explained.  On  being  catechised  Mr. 
Briarley  either  shed  tears  of  penitence  or  shook  his  head  with 
deep  solemnity  of  meaning.  At  times  when  he  began  to  shake 
it — if  the  hour  was  late  and  his  condition  specially  foggy — he 
was  with  difficulty  induced  to  stop  shaking  it,  but  frequently 
continued  to  do  so  with  proiracted  fervor  and  significance 
gradually  decreasing  until  he  fell  asleep.  When  he  was  sober 
he  was  timorous  and  abstracted.     He  started  at  the  sound  of 
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the  opening  doo-,  and  apparently  existed  in  a  stote  of  secret 
expectation  and  alarm. 

*'  I  conna  tell  thee,  Sararann,"  he  would  say.  «*  At  least," 
with  some  tremor,  "  I  wunnot  tell  thee  fust  yet  Thou'lt  know 
i'  toime." 

He  did  not  patronize  the  "  Who'd  ha'  Hiowt  it"  as  much 
as  formerly,  in  these  days,  Janey  discovered.  He  evidently 
got  the  beer  elsewhere  and  at  somebody',  expense.  His  ex- 
planation of  this  was  a  brilliant  a  d  happy  one,  but  it  was  only 
offered  once,  in  consequence  of  the  mode  of  its  reception  by 
his  hearers.  He  presented  it  suddenly  one  night  after  some 
momentr,  of  silence  and  mental  research. 

"  Theer's  a  gentlernon  as  is  a  friend  o'  a,oine,"  he  said,  "as 
has  had  uncommon  luck.  His  hei  j  has  .!t. -r;  an'  left  him  a 
f  Tchin,  an'  he's  come  into  it,  an'  he's  very  much  tuk  wi'  me, 
1  (Linnot  know  as  I  iver  seed  ony  one  as  much  tuk  wi'  me, 
Sar;.,  :ann— an'  his  heirs  deein'  an'  leavin'  him  a  forchin— that 
theer's  how  it  is,  Sararann,— that  theer's  how  it  is." 

"Tha  brazant  leer!"  cried  Mrs.  Briarley,  aghast.  "  Tha 
bra."ant  leer !  Get  out  wi'  thee  !  "  in  an  outburst  of  indigna- 
tion. "  Thee  an'  thy  forchins  an'  heirs  deein'— as  if  it  wur  na 
bad  enow  at  th'  start.  A  noice  chap  tha  art  to  set  thysen  up 
to  know  gentlefolks  wi'  heirs  to  dee  an'  leave  'em  brass.  Eh  ! 
Bless  us  !  what  art  tha  comin'  too?" 

The  result  was  not  satisfactory,  as  Mr.  Briarley  felt  keenly. 

"  Tha  hast  getten  no  confydence  i'  me,  Sararann,"  he  said 
in  weak  protest.  "  Tha  has  na  no  faith— nor  yet,"  following 
the  train  of  thought  with  manifest  uncertainty,—*'  nor  yet  no 
works." 

The  situation  was  so  painful,  however,  that  he  made  no 
further  efforts  of  the  imagination  to  elucidate  the  matter,  and 
it  remained  temporarily  obscured  in  mystery. 

Only  temporarily,  however.  A  few  weeks  afterward  Ffrench 
came  down  to  the  Works  in  great  excitement.     He  went  to 
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Haworth's  room,  and  finding  him  there,  shut  the  door  and 
ahnost  dropped  into  a  chair. 

"  What's  up  ?"  demanded  Haworth,  with  some  impatience. 
"What's  up,  man?" 

"  You  haven't  heard  the  report?"  Ffrench  answered  tremu- 
lously.    "  It  hasn't  reached  you  yet  ?" 

"  I've  heard  nowt  to  upset  me.     Out  with  it !    What's  up  ?" 

He  was  plainly  startled,  and  lost  a  shade  of  color,  but  he 
held  himself  boldly.  Ffrench  explained  himself  with  trepida- 
tion. 

"  The  hands  in  Marfort  and  Molton  and  Howton  are  on  the 
strike,  and  those  in  Dillup  and  Burton  are  plainly  about  to 
follow  suit.  I've  just  got  a  Manchester  paper,  which  says  the 
lookout  is  bad  all  over  the  country.  Meetings  have  been  going 
on  in  secret  for  some  time." 

He  stopped  and  sat  staring  at  his  partner.  Haworth  was 
deathly  pale.  He  seemed  for  a  moment  to  lack  breath,  and 
then  suddenly  the  dark  color  rushed  to  his  face  again. 

«« By "  he  began,  and  stopped  with  the  oath  upon  his 

lips. 

"  Don't  swear  for  pity's  sake,"  broke  forth  Ffrench,  finding 
courage  for  protest  in  his  very  desperation.  "  It's  not  the  time 
for  it.     Let's  look  the  thing  in  the  face." 

"  Look  it  in  the  face,"  Haworth  repeated.     "  Aye,  let's." 

He  said  the  words  with  a  fierce  sneer. 

"  Aye,  look  it  in  the  face,  man,"  he  said  again.     "  That  is  th' 

thing  to  do." 

He  bent  forward,  extending  his  hand  across  the  table. 

'*  Let's  see  th'  paper,"  he  demanded. 

Ffrench  gave  it  to  him  and  he  read  the  paragraphs  referred 
to  m  silence.  When  he  had  finished  them  he  folded  the  paper 
again  mechanically. 

"They  might  have  done  it  last  year  and  welcome,  blast 
'em  !"  he  said. 

Ffrench  began  to  tremble. 
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"  You've  ventured  a  good  deal  of  late,  Haworth,"  he  said, 
weakly.  "  You've  done  some  prettv  daring  things,  you  know — 
and " 

Haworth  turned  on  him, 

"  If  I  lose  all  I've  made,"  he  said,  hoarsely,  "  shall  I  lose 
aught  of  yours,  lad?" 

Ffrench  did  not  reply.  He  sat  playing  with  his  watch-chain 
nervously,  He  had  cause  for  anxiousness  on  his  own  score, 
and  his  soul  quaked  within  him. 

'*  What  is  to  be  done  ?  "  he  ventured  at  last. 

"  There's  only  one  thing  to  be  done,"  Haworth  answered, 
pushing  his  chair  back.     "  Stop  it  here— at  th'  start." 

"  Stop  it  ?"  Ffrench  echoed,  in  amazement. 

"Aye,  stop  it." 

He  got  up  and  took  his  hat  down  and  put  it  on, 

"  I'm  going  round  th'  place  and  about  th'  yards  and  into 
th'  town,"  he  said.  "  There's  naught  for  you  to  do  but  keep 
quiet.  Th'  quieter  you  keep  th'  better  for  us.  Go  on  as  if 
you'd  heard  naught.  Stay  here  a  bit,  and  then  walk  over  to 
th'  bank.     Look  alive,  man  !" 

He  went  out  and  left  Ffrench  alone.  In  the  passage  he 
came  upon  a  couple  of  men  who  were  talking  together  in  low 
voices.     They  started  at  sight  of  him  and  walked  away  slowly. 

He  went  first  to  the  engine-room.  There  he  found  Floxham 
and  Murdoch  talking  also.  The  old  engineer  wore  an  irritable 
air,  and  was  plainly  in  a  testy  mood.  Murdoch  looked  fagged 
and  pale.  Of  late  he  was  often  so.  As  Haworth  entered  he 
turned  toward  him,  uttering  an  exclamation. 

"  He  is  here  now,"  he  said.     "  That  is  well  enough." 

Floxham  gave  him  a  glance  from  under  his  bent,  bushy 
brows. 

"  Aye,"  he  answered.     "  We  may  as  well  out  wi'  it." 

He  touched  his  cap  clumsily. 

"Tell  him,"  he  said  to  Murdoch,  " an'  ha'  it  over." 

Murdoch  spoke  in  a  cool,  low  voice. 
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"  I  have  found  out,"  he  said,  "  that  there  is  trouble  on  foot. 
I  began  to  suspect  it  a  week  ago.  Some  rough  fellows  from 
Manchester  and  Molton  have  been  holding  secret  meetings  at 
a  low  place  here.  Some  of  the  hands  have  been  attending 
them.  Last  night  a  worse  and  larger  gang  came  and  remained 
in  the  town.  They  are  here  now.  They  mean  mischief  at 
least,  and  there  are  reports  afloat  that  strikes  are  breaking  out 
on  all  sides." 

Haworth  turned  abruptly  to  Floxham. 

"  Where  do  you  stand  ?"  he  asked  roughly. 

The  old  fellow  laid  his  grimy  hand  upon  his  engine. 

"  I  stand  here,  my  lad,"  he  answered.  "  That's  wheer — an' 
I'll  stick  to  it,  unions  or  no  unions." 

"That's  the  worst  side  of  the  trouble,"  said  Murdoch. 
•*  Those  who  would  hold  themselves  aloof  from  the  rest  will 
be  afraid  of  the  trades  unions.  If  worst  comes  to  worst,  their 
very  lives  will  be  in  danger.     They  know  that,  and  so  do  we." 

'*  Aye,  lad,"  said  Floxham,  "  an'  tha'rt  reet  theer." 

Haworth  ground  his  teeth  and  swore  under  his  breath.  Then 
he  spoke  to  Murdoch. 

"  How  is  it  going  on  here  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Badly  enough,  in  a  quiet  way.  You  had  better  go  and  see 
for  yourself." 

He  went  out,  walking  from  room  to  room,  through  the 
yards  and  wherever  men  were  at  work.  Here  and  there  a 
place  was  vacant.  Where  the  work  went  on,  it  went  on  dully  ; 
he  saw  dogged  faces  and  subdued  ones  ;  those  who  looked  up 
as  he  passed  wore  an  almost  deprecatory  air;  those  who  did 
not  look  up  at  all,  bent  over  their  tasks  with  an  expression 
which  was  at  least  negatively  r  uant.  His  keen  eye  discov- 
ered favorable  symptoms,  however;  those  who  were  in  evil 
mood  were  his  worst  workmen — men  who  had  their  off  days 
of  drunken  stupor  and  idleness,  and  the  heads  of  departments 
were  plainly  making  an  effort  to  stir  briskly  and  ignore  the 
presence  of  any  cloud  upon  their  labor. 
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By  the  time  he  had  made  the  rounds  he  had  grasped  the 
situation  fully.  The  strait  was  desperate,  but  not  as  bad  as  it 
might  have  been. 

**  I  may  hold  'em,"  he  said  to  himself,  between  his  teeth. 
"And  by  the  Lord  Harry  I'll  try  hard  for  it." 

He  went  over  to  the  bank  and  fourid  Ffrench  in  his  private 
room,  pale  and  out  of  all  courage. 

"  There  will  be  a  run  on  us  by  this  time  to-morrow,"  he 
said.     "  I  see  signs  of  it  already." 

"  Will  there  ?  "  said  Haworth.  *'•  We'll  see  about  that.  Wait 
a  bit,  my  lads  !  " 

He  went  into  the  town  and  spent  an  hour  or  so  taking  a 
sharp  lookouti"  Nothing  escaped  him.  There  were  more 
idlers  than  usual  about  the  ale  houses,  and  more  than  once  he 
passed  two  or  three  women  talking  together  with  anxious  faces 
and  in  undertones.  As  he  was  passing  one  such  group  one  of 
the  women  saw  him  and  started. 

"  Theer  he  is  !  "  she  said,  and  her  companion  turned  with 
her  and  they  both  stopped  talking  to  look  after  him. 

Before  returning  he  went  up  to  his  partner's  house.  He 
asked  for  Miss  Ffrench  and  was  shown  into  the  room  where 
she  sat  writing  letters.  She  neither  looked  pleased  nor  dis- 
pleased when  she  saw  him,  but  rose  to  greet  him  at  once.  She 
gave  him  a  rather  long  look. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  she  asked. 

Suddenly  he  felt  less  bold.  The  heat  of  his  excitement 
failed  to  sustain  him.     He  was  all  unstrung. 

"I've  come  to  tell  you  not  to  go  out,"  he  said.  " There's 
trouble  afoot — in  the  trade.  There's  no  knowing  how  it'll 
turn  out.  There's  a  lot  of  chaps  in  th'  town  who  are  not  in 
th'  mood  to  see  aught  that'll  fret  'em.  They're  ready  for  mis- 
chief, and  have  got  drink  in  'em.  Stay  you  here  until  we  see 
which  way  th'  thing's  going." 

•'  Do  you  mean,"  she  demanded,  "  that  there  are  signs  of  a 
strike?" 
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"  There's  more  than  signs  of  it,"  he  answered,  sullenly. 
"  Before  night  the  whole  place  will  be  astir." 

She  moved  across  the  room  and  pulled  the  bell.  A  servant 
answered  the  summons  instantly. 

'*  I  want  the  carriage,"  she  said. 

Then  she  turned  to  Haworth  with  a  smile  of  actual  triumph. 

**  Nothing  would  keep  me  at  home,"  she  said.  "  I  shall 
drive  through  the  town  and  back  again.  Do  you  think  I  will 
let  them  fancy  that  /  am  afraid  of  them  ?  " 

"  You're  not  afraid  ?"  he  said,  almost  in  a  whisper. 

"I  afraid?"  she  answered,  ''IV' 

"  Wait  here,"  she  added.  She  left  the  roop,  and  in  less 
than  ten  minutes  returned.  He  had  never  before  seen  her  in 
the  fire  he  saw  her  then.  There  was  a  spark  of  light  in  her 
eyes,  a  color  on  her  cheek.  She  had  chosen  her  dress  with 
distinct  care  for  its  luxurious  richness.  His  exclamation,  as 
she  entered  buttoning  her  long,  delicate  glove,  was  a  repressed 
oath.  He  exulted  in  her.  His  fear  for  her  was  gone,  and 
only  this  exultation  remained. 

"  You've  made  up  your  mind  to  that  ?  "  he  said.  He  want- 
ed to  make  her  say  more. 

"  I  am  going  to  see  your  mother,"  she  answered.  "  That 
will  take  me  outside  of  the  town,  then  I  shall  drive  back  again 
— slowly.     They  shall  understand  me  at  least." 

She  let  him  lead  her  out  to  the  carriage,  which  by  this  time 
was  waiting.  After  she  was  seated  in  it,  she  bent  forward  and 
spoke  to  him. 

"  Tell  my  father  where  I  am  going  and  why,"  she  said. 
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A    SPEECH. 


When  he  returned  to  the  Works  the  noon-bell  was  ringing, 
and  the  hands  were  crowding  through  the  gates  on  their  way 
to  their  midday  meal.  Among  those  going  out  he  met  Flox- 
ham,  who  spoke  to  him  as  he  passed. 

*'■  Theer's  some  o'  them  chaps,"  he  said,  "  as  wunnot  show 
their  faces  again." 

"Aye,"  said  Haworth,  "  I  see  that." 

Ffrench  had  left  the  bank  and  was  pacing  up  and  down  his 
room  panic-stricken. 

"  What  have  you  heard  ?  "  he  exclaimed,  turning  as  Haworth 
entered.     "  Is  it — is  it  as  bad  as  you  expected  ?  " 

"Aye,"  said  Haworth,  "worse  and  better  too." 

"Better?"  he  faltered. 

Kaworth  flung  himself  into  a  chair.  He  wore  a  look  of 
dogged  triumph. 

"  Leave  'em  to  me,"  he  answered.  "  I'm  in  th'  mood  fur 
'em  nowr 

But  it  was  not  until  some  time  afterward  that  he  delivered 
the  message  Rachel  Ffrench  had  intrusted  to  him. 

On  hearing  it  her  father  appeared  to  rally  a  little. 

"  It  seems  a  rather  dangerous  thing  to  do,"  he  .aid,  "  but — 
it  is  like  her.  And  perhaps,  after  all,  there  is  something  in — 
in  showing  no  fear." 

And  for  a  few  moments  after  having  thought  the  incident 
over  he  became  comparatively  sanguine  and  cheerful. 

As  Fioxham  had  predicted,  when  the  work-bell  called  the 
hands  together  again  there  were  new  places  vacant.  Mr. 
Briarley,  it  may  be  observed,  had  been  absent  all  day,  and  by 
this  time  was  listening  with  affectionate  interest  and  spasmodic 
attacks  of  inopportune  enthusiasm  to  various  inflammatory 
speeches  which  were  being  made  at  a  '  *.:er-house. 
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Toward  evening  the  work  lagged  so  that  the  over-lookers 
could  no  longer  keep  up  the  semblance  of  ignorance.  A  kind 
(f  gloom  settled  upon  them  also,' and  they  went  about  with  de- 
pressed faces. 

"  It'll  be  all  up  to-morrow,"  said  one,  "  if  there's  nothing 
done." 

But  something  was  dorv: , 

Suddenly — ^just  before  t  nie  f.:>r  the  last  bell  ?,o  ring — Haworth 
appeared  at  the  door  of  tlv^  prin  :ipa\  roon. 

"  Lads  !  "  he  shouted,  "  them  on  you  as  wants  a  speech 
from  Jem  Kaworth  gather  it  th'  yard  in  five  minutes  from 
now  " 

There  was  no  mo'"e  work  done.  The  bell  began  to  ring ; 
implen.ants  wete  th;  owii  dovvn  and  a  shout  went  up  from  the 
crowd.  Then  there  was  a  rush  into  the  yard,  and  in  less 
than  five  minutes  the  oulpouring  of  the  place  thronged  about 
iti.  chief  door-way  where  Jem  Haworth  stood  on  the  topmost 
step,  looking  down,  facing  them  all,  boldly — with  the  air  of  a 
man  who  felt  his  victor ,'  more  than  half  won. 

"  Let's  here  what  tha'st  getten  to  say,"  cried  some  one  well 
hidden  by  the  crowd.     ''  Out  wi'  it." 

"  It's  not  much,"  Haworth  shouted  back.  "  It's  this  to  start 
with.     I'm  here  to  find  out  where  you  chaps  stand." 

But  there  was  no  answer  to  this.  He  had  known  there  would 
be  none  and  went  on. 

"  I've  been  through  th'  place  this  morning,"  he  said,  "  and 
through  th'  town,  and  1  knov;^  how  th'  wind  blows  as  well  as 
any  on  you.  Th'  lads  at  Marfort  and  Molton  and  Dillup  are 
on  th'  strike.  There's  a  bad  lookout  in  many  a  place  besides 
them.  There's  a  lot  of  tools  laying  in  beer  and  making 
speeches  down  in  Broxton  ;  there  were  some  here  this  morn- 
ing as  didn't  show  this  afternoon.     How  many  on  you's  going 
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Then  there  was  a  murmur,  but  it  was  not  easy  to  understand 
it.     It   was  a   mixture   of  sounds   defiant  and   conciliatory. 
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He  knew  them  better  than  they 


Haworth  moved  forward, 
knew  him. 

"  Pm  not  one  o'  the  model  soart,"  he  called  out.  "  I've  not 
set  up  soup  kitchens  nor  given  you  flannel  petticoats.  I've 
looked  sharp  after  you,  and  I  should  have  been  a  fool  if  I 
hadn't.  I've  let  you  alone  out  of  work  hours,  and  I've  not 
grudged  you  your  sprees,  when  they  didn't  stand  in  my  way 
I've  done  the  square  thing  by  you,  and  I've  done  it  by  myself. 
Ih'  places  I've  built  let  no  water  in,  and  I  let  'em  to  you  as 
easy  as  I  could  and  make  no  loss.  I  didn't  build  'em  for  ben- 
evolent purposes,  but  I've  not  heard  one  of  you  chaps  com- 
plam  of  'em  yet.  I've  given  you  your  dues  and  stood  by  you 
— and  I'll  do  it  again,  by " 

There  was  a  silence— a  significant  breathless  one. 

"  Have  I  done  it,"  he  said,  '•'  or  haven't  I?  " 

Suddenly  the  silence  was  broken. 

"  Aye,"  there  was  a  shout,  "  aye,  lad,  yo'  ha'." 

"Then,"  he  shouted,  "  them  as  Jem  Haworth  has  stood  by, 
let  'em  stand  by  Jem  Haworth  ! " 

And  he  struck  his  big  fist  upon  his  open  palm  with  a  fierce 
blow,  and  stood  there  before  them  breathing  hard. 

He  had  the  best  metal  on  his  side  somehow,  and  the  best 
metal  carried  the  day.  The  boldness  of  his  move,  the  fact  that 
he  had  not  waited,  but  had  taken  the  lead,  were  things  all  for 
him  Even  those  who  wavered  toward  the  enemy  were  stirred 
to  something  like  admiration. 

"  But  what  about  th'  Union  ?  "  said  a  timorous  voice  in  the 
rear.  "  Theer'll  be  trouble  with  th'  Unions  as  sure  as  we  stand 
out,  Mester," 

Haworth  made  a  movement  none  of  them  understood.  He 
put  his  hand  behind  him  and  drew  from  his  hip-pocket  an  ob- 
ject which  caused  every  man  of  them  to  give  a  little  start  and 
gasp.  They  were  used  to  simple  and  always  convenient  modes 
of  defense.  The  little  object  he  produced  would  not  have 
startled  an  American,  but  it  startled  a  Lancashire,  audience. 
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It  was  of  shining  steel  and  rose-wood,  and  its  bright  barrels 
glittered  significantly.  He  held  it  out  and  patted  it  lightly— 
with  a  terrible  lightness. 

"  That's  for  the  Union,  lads,"  he  said.     "  And  more  like  it." 

A  few  of  the  black  sheep  moved  restlessly  and  with  manifest 
tremor.  This  was  a  new  aspect  of  affairs.  One  of  them  sud- 
denly cried  out  with  much  feebleness  : 

**  Th — three  cheers  for  Haworth." 

"  Let  the  chaps  as  are  on  the  other  side  go  to  their  lot  now," 
said  Haworth. 

But  no  one  moved. 

"  There's  some  here  that'll  go  when  th'  time  comes,"  he 
announced.  "  Let  'em  tell  what  they've  heard.  Now  lads,  the 
rest  on  you  up  with  your  hands." 

The  whole  place  was  in  a  tumult.  They  held  up  their  hands 
and  clenched  and  shook  them  and  shouted,  and  here  and  there 
swore  with  fluency  and  enthusiasm.  There  were  not  six 
among  them  who  were  not  fired  with  the  general  friendly 
excitement. 

"  To-morrow  morning  there'll  be  papers  posted  up,  writ  in 
Jem  Haworth's  hand  and  signed  with  his  name,"  cried 
Haworth.  "  Read  'em  as  you  come  along,  lads,  and  when  you 
reach  here  I'll  be  ready  for  you." 

"  Is  it  about  th'  pistols  ?  "  faltered  the  tinorous  voice. 

"Aye,"  Haworth  answered,  "about  th'  pistols.  Now  go 
home." 

He  turned  to  mount  the  step,  flushed  and  breathing  fast  and 
with  high-beating  pulses,  but  suddenly  he  stopped.  Before  the 
iron  gate  a  carriage  had  stopped.  A  servant  in  livery  got  down 
and  opened  the  door,  and  Rachel  Ffrench  stepped  out.  The 
hands  checked  their  shouting  to  look  at  her.  She  came  up 
the  yard  slowly  and  with  the  setting  sun  shining  upon  her.  It 
was  natural  that  they  should  ^aze  at  her  as  she  approached 
though  she  did  not  look  at  any  of  them— only  at  Haworth, 
who  waited.     They  made  a  path-way  for  her  and  she  passed 
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through  it  and  went  up  the  step.     Her  rich  dress  touched  more 
than  one  man  as  she  swept  by. 

"  I  thought,"  they  heard  her  say,  "  that  I  would  call  for  my 
father." 

Then  for  the  first  time  she  looked  at  the  men.  She  turned 
at  the  top  of  the  step  and  looked  down—the  sun  on  her  dress 
and  face. 

There  was  not  a  man  among  them  who  did  not  feel  the  look. 
At  first  a  murmur  and  then  an  incoherent  cry  and  then  a 
shout,  and  they  threw  up  their  caps  and  shouted  until  they 
were  hoarse. 

In  the  midst  of  it  she  turned  aside  and  went  in  with  a  smile 
on  her  lips. 

In  Haworth's  room  they  found  her  father  standing  behind 
the  door  with  a  startled  air. 

"  What  are  they  shouting  for?"  he  asked.  "What  is  the 
matter  now  ?  " 

"  I  think  /am  the  matter,"  Miss  Ffrench  answered,  "  though 
I  scarcely  know  why.  Ah,"  giving  him  a  quiet  glance,  "  you 
are  afraid  !  " 
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"  SARARANN." 

The  next  morning  there  was  an  uproar  in  the  town.  The 
strikers  from  Molton  and  Marfort  no  longer  remained  in  the 
shade.  They  presented  themselves  openly  to  the  community 
in  the  characters  they  had  assumed.  At  first  they  lounged 
about  in  groups  at  the  corners  and  before  the  ale-houses, 
smoking,  talking,  gesticulating,  or  wearing  sullen  faces.  But 
this  negative  state  of  affairs  di<l  not  last  long.  By  eight 
o  cocn.  the  discovery  was  made  that  something  had  happened 
in  the  night. 
In  a  score  of  prominent  positions,— on  walls  and  posts, — 
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there  appeared  papers  upon  which  was  written,  in  a  large,  bold 
hand,  the  following  announcement  : 

';  Haworth's  lads  will  stand  by  him.  Tiie  chaps  that  have  aught  to  say 
against  this,  let  them  remember  that  to  every  man  there's  six  barrels  well 
loaded,  and  to  Jem  Haworth  twelve.  Those  that  want  their  brass  out  of 
Uroxton  Bank,  let  them  come  and  get  it. 

Writ  and  signed  by 

J  KM  Haworth. 

The  first  man  who  saw  it  swore  aloud  and  ran  to  call  others. 
Soon  a  select  party  stood  before  the  place  on  which  the  card 
was  posted,  confronting  it  in  different  moods.  Some  were 
scientifically  profane,  some  raged  loudly,  some  were  silent,  one 
or  twr  ^  .i.r.cJ. 

"  He  staid  up  aw  neet  to  do  that  theer,"  remarked  one  of 
these.  "  He's  getten  a  giz/ard  o'  his  own,  has  Haworth.  He's 
done  it  wi'  his  own  hands." 

One  gentleman  neither  grinned  nor  swore.  His  counten- 
ance fell  with  singular  rapidity.  This  was  Mr.  Briarley,  who 
had  come  up  in  the  rear.  Hr  held  in  one  hand  a  pewter  pot 
which  was  half  empty.  He  had  caught  it  up  in  the  heat  of  the 
moment,  from  the  table  at  which  he  had  been  sitting  when  the 
news  came. 

"  What's  in  th'  barrils  ?  "  he  inquired. 

The  man  lie  spoke  to  turned  to  him  roughly. 

!*  Powder,    he  answered,  "and  lead,  liia  domned  "V  ! " 

Mr  Briarley  looked  at  his  mug  regretfully. 

"  T  thowt,"  he  saiu,  "as  happen  it  mought  ha'  i  .n  beei 

Having  reflect  ;i  a  moment,  he  was  on  the  point  of  raia^.g 
the  mug  J  his  lipi  when  a  thought  struck  him.  He  stopped 
snort. 

"  What's  he  goin'  to  do  wi'  'cm  ?  "  he  quavered. 
"  Ax  hi  n,"  was  tl;.  grim  answer.     «  Ax  him,  lad.     He  dun- 
not  say" 
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"  He'll  fire  'em  o/T,  if  he  comes  across  thee,"  was  the  reply. 
"  M  y  sure  o'  that.     An'  I  should  na  blame  him,  neyther." 

A  Briarley  reflected  again  for  a  few  seconds— reflected 
deeply.     Then  he  moved  aside  a  little. 

"I  hannot  seen  Sararann  sin'  yesterday,"  he  said  softly, 
"nor  /et  Janey,  nor  yet— th'  owd  missus.  I— I  mun  go  and 
see  'em." 

Haw(  ,  th  kept  his  word.     The  next  day  there  was  not  a  man 
who  went  to  and  from  the  Works  who  could  not  have  defended 
himself  if  he  had  been  attacked.     iJut    to  one    vas  attacked. 
His  course  was  one  so  unheard  of,  so  unexpected,  that  it  pro- 
duced a  shock.     There  was  a  lull  in  llie  movement,  at  least. 
The  number  of  his  enemies  increased  and  were  more  violent, 
but  they  were  forced  to  content  themselves  with  violence  of 
speech.     Somehow,  it  scarcely  seemed  safe  to  use  ordinary 
measures  against  Jem  Haworth.     He  slept  in  his  room  at  the 
Vorks,  and  shared  watches  with  the  force  he  had  on  guard. 
He  drove  tluough  the  town  boldly,  and  carried  a  grim,  alert 
face.     He  was  here,  and  there,  and  everywJ    re  ;  'n  the  Works, 
going  from  room  to  room  ;  at  the  bank,  ready  for  emergencies! 
"  When  this  here's  over,"  he  said,  "I'll  give  you  chaps  a 
spree  you  won't  get  over  in  a  bit,  by  Ceorge  !" 

Those  who  presented  themselves  at  the  bank  the  morning 
the  placards  were  to  be  seen  got  their  money.  By  noon  the 
number  arriving  diminished  perceptibly.  In  a  day  or  two  a 
few  came  back,  nd  would  have  hanu-id  over  their  savings 
again  willingly,  but  the  bank  refused  to  take  them. 

"  Carry  it  to  Manchester,"  were  Haworth's  words.  "  They'll 
take  it  there — I  won't." 

Those  of  his  hands  who  ha.  deserted  him  came  out  of  their 
respective  "  sprees  "  :.  week's  time,  with  chop  fallen  coun- 
tenances.     They  had  aot  d  anything,  and  were  somehow 

not  in  great  favor  imontr  ii.L:  ontsirif^  <:tr;b/:>rc      Tr.  tK^,v ^ 

pronounced  moods,  they  liad  been  neither  useful  nor  orna- 
mental to  their  party.     Thev  were  not   eloquent,  nor  even 


^1' 

11 


$ 


fUl 


Mil 

■i  »I  ',1 


n 


168 


"  haworth's." 


II 


violent;  they  were  simply  idl^  vagabonds,  who  were  no  great 
loss  to  Haworth  and  no  great  gain  to  his  enemies.  In  their 
own  families  they  were  in  deep  and  dire  disgrace,  and  loud 
were  the  ratings  they  received  from  their  feminine  relatives. 

The  lot  of  Mr,  Briarley  was  melancholy  indeed.  Among 
the  malcontents  his  portion  was  derision  and  contumely;  at 
home  he  was  received  with  bewailings  and  scathing  severity. 

"  An'  that  theer  was  what  tha  war  up  to,  w  is  it  ?"  cried  Mrs, 
Briarley,  the  day  he  found  himself  compelka  by  circumstances 
to  reveal  the  true  state  of  affairs.  "  Tha'rt  j'ined  th'  strikers, 
has  tha?" 

"  Aye,  Sararann,  I've  j'ined  'cm — an' — an'  we're  goin'  to  set 
things  straight,  bless  yo' — that's  what  we're  goin'  to  do.  We 
— we're  goin'  to  bring  the  mesters  down  a  bit,  an' — an'  get  our 
dues.     That's  what  we're  goin'  to  do,  Sararann." 

It  was  dinner-time,  and  in  the  yard,  and  about  the  street  at 
the  front  the  young  members  of  the  fam''y  disported  themselves 
with  vigor.  Without  Janey  and  the  baby,  who  were  in  the 
house,  there  were  ten  of  them.  Mrs.  Briarley  went  to  the  door 
and  called  them.  Roused  to  frantic  demonstrations  of  joy  by 
the  immediate  prospect  of  dinner,  they  appeared  in  a  body, 
tumbling  u\  er  one  another,  shrieking,  filling  the  room  to  over- 
flowing. 

Generally  they  were  disposed  of  in  relays,  for  convenience 
sake.  It  was  some  time  since  Mr.  Briarley  had  beheld  the 
whole  array.  He  sat  upright  and  stared  at  them.  Mrs.  Briar- 
ley sat  down  confronting  him. 

"  What  art  tha  goin'  to  do  wi'  t/i^m  while  tha  bring  th'  mesters 
down  ?"  she  inquired. 

Mr.  Briarley  regarded  the  assembly  with  naive  bewilderment, 
A  natural  depression  of  spirit  set  in. 

♦*  Theer — theer  seems  a  good  many  on  'em,  Sararann,"  he 
said,  with  an  air  of  meek  protestation.  "  They  seem  to  ha' — 
to  ha'  cumylated !" 

"  Theer's  twelve  on  'em,"  answered  Mrs.  Briarly,  dryly,  "  an' 
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they've  all  getten  mouths,  as  tha  sees.  An'  their  feyther's 
goin'  to  bring  th'  mesters  down  a  bit !" 

Twelve  pairs  of  eyes  stolidly  regarded  their  in  inpr'iite  pro- 
genitor, as  if  desirous  of  discovering  his  ini'  t.jus.  Mr. 
Briarley  was  embarrassed. 

"  Sararann,"  he  faltered,  "  send  'em  out  to  play  'em.  Send 
'em  out  into  th'  open  air.  It's  good  fur  'em,  th'  open  air  is, 
an'  they  set  a  mon  back." 

Mrs.  Briarley  burst  into  lamentations,  covering  her  face  with 
her  apron  and  rocking  to  and  fro. 

"  Aye,"  cried  she,  "  send  'em  out  in  th'  air—  happen  they'll 
fatten  on  it.  It's  aw  they'll  get,  poor  childer.  Let  'em  mak' 
th'  most  on  it." 

In  these  days  Haworth  was  more  of  a  lion  than  ever.  He 
might  have  dined  in  state  with  a  social  potentate  each  day  if 
he  had  been  so  minded.  The  bolder  spirits  visited  him  at  the 
Works  and  would  have  had  him  talk  the  matter  over.  But  he 
was  in  the  humor  for  neither  festivities  nor  talk.  He  knew 
what  foundation  his  safety  rested  upon,  and  spent  many  a 
sleepless  and  feverish  night.  He  was  bitter  enough  at  heart 
against  those  he  had  temporarily  baffled. 

"  Wait  till  tha'rt  out  o'  the  woods,"  he  said  to  Ffrench,  when 
he  was  betrayed  into  expressing  his  sense  of  relief. 

Oddly  enough  the  feeling  against  Ffrench  was  dispropor- 
tionately violent.  He  was  regarded  as  an  alien  and  a  usurper 
of  the  rights  of  others.  There  existed  a  large  disgust  for  his 
gentle  birth  and  breeding,  and  a  sardonic  contempt  for  his 
incapacity  and  lack  of  experience.  He  had  no  prestige  of 
success  and  daring,  he  had  not  shown  himself  in  the  hour  of 
dans^er,  he  took  all  and  gave  nothing. 

"  1  should  not  be  surprised,"  said  Miss  Ffrench  to  Murdoch, 
"if  we  have  trouble  "et," 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 


MRS.  HAWORTH  AND  GRANNY  DIXON. 

About  this  time  a  change  appeared  in  little  Mrs.  Haworth. 
Sometimes  when  they  sat  together,  Haworth  found  himself 
looking  up  suddenly  and  feeling  that  her  eyes  were  fixed  upon 
him,  and  at  such  times  she  invariably  met  his  glance  with  a 
timid,  startled  expression,  and  released  herself  from  it  as  soon 
as  she  had  the  power. 

She  had  never  been  so  tender  and  lavish  with  her  innocent 
caresses,  but  there  was  continuously  a  tremulous  watchfulness 
in  her  manner,  which  was  almost  suggestive  of  fear.  It  was 
not  fear  of  him,  however.  She  clung  to  him  with  all  the 
strength  of  her  love.  At  night  when  he  returned  home,  how- 
ever late,  he  was  sure  of  finding  her  waiting  patiently  for  him, 
and  in  the  morning  when  he  left  the  house  he  was  never  so 
early  that  she  was  not  at  his  service.  The  man  began  to  quail 
before  her,  and  grow  restless  in  secret,  and  be  haunted,  when 
he  awakened  in  the  night,  by  his  remembrance  of  her. 

"  She  is  on  the  lookout  for  something,"  he  said  to  himself, 
fearfully.     "  What  have  they  been  saying  to  her?" 

On  her  part,  when  she  sat  alone,  she  used  to  try  and  think 
the  matter  out,  and  set  it  straight  and  account  for  it. 

''  It's  the  strikes,"  she  said,  "  as  has  set  them  agen  him  and 
made  'em  hard  an'  forgetful  of  all  he's  done.  They'd  never 
have  spoke  so  if  they'd  been  theirselves." 

She  could  scarcely  have  told  what  she  had  heard,  or  how 
the  first  blow  had  struck  home.  She  only  knew  that  here  and 
there  she  had  heard  at  first  a  rough  jeer  and  then  a  terrible 
outspoken  story,  which,  in  spite  of  her  disbelief,  filled  her  with 
dread.  The  man  who  first  flung  the  ill-favored  story  at  her 
stopped  half-way  through  it,  the  words  dying  on  his  lips  at  the 
sight  of  her  face. 
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It  happened  in  one  of  her  pensioners'  cottages,  and  she  rose 
from  her  chair  trembling. 

"  I  didn't  think,"  she  said,  with  unconscious  pathos,  "  as  the 
world  could  be  so  ignorant  and  wicked." 

But  as  the  ill-feeling  became  more  violent,  she  met  with  the 
same  story  again  and  again,  and  often  with  new  and  worse 
versions  in  forms  she  could  not  combat.  She  began  to  be 
haunted  by  vague  memories  of  things  she  had  not  compre- 
hended. A  sense  of  pain  followed  her.  She  was  afraid,  at 
times,  to  go  to  the  cottages,  lest  she  should  be  confronted  with 
something  which  would  overwhelm  her.  Then  she  began  to 
search  her  son's  face  with  a  sense  of  finding  some  strangeness 
in  It.  She  watched  him  wistfully  when  he  had  so  far  forgotten 
her  presence  as  to  be  almost  unaware  of  it.  One  night,  having 
thrown  himself  upon  a  sofa  and  fallen  into  a  weary  sleep,  he 
suddenly  started  up  from  it  to  find  her  standing  close  by  him 
looking  dowhi,  her  face  pale,  her  locked  fingers  moving  ner- 
vously. 

"  What  is  it  ?"  he  exclaimed.     "  What  ails  you  ?" 

He  was  startled  by  her  falling  upon  her  knees  at  his  side 

crying,  and  laying  her  baking  shand  upon  his  shoulder. 

'•  You  was  having  a  bad  dream,  my  dear,"  she  said,—"  a  bad 

dream.      I_I  scarcely  knowed  your  face,   Jem-it   was  so 

altered." 

He   sank    back    upon    his    cushions    and    stared    at    her 
He  knew  he  had  been  having  no  bad  dream.     His  dreams 
were  not  half  so  evil  and  bitter  when  he  slept  as  they  were  in 
these  days  when  he  wakened. 

"  You  always  had  such  a  good  face,  Jem,"  she  said,   -and 

such  a  kind  one.     When  you  was  a  boy " 

He  stopped  her  almost  sullenly. 

"  Vm  not  a  boy  now,"  he  said.     «  That's  put  away  and  done 
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than  you  did  when  you  was  one.      And  your  face  was  so 
altered." 

Her  voice  died  away  into  a  silence  which,  somehow,  neither 
of  them  could  break. 

It  was  Granny  Dixon  who  revealed  the  truth  in  its  barest 
form.  Perhaps  no  man  nor  woman  in  Broxton  knew  more  of 
it  than  this  respectable  ancient  matron.  Haworth  and  his 
iniquities  had  been  the  spice  of  her  later  life.  The  fact  that 
his  name  was,  being  mentioned  in  a  conversation  never  escaped 
her,  she  discovered  it  as  if  by  magic  and  invariably  command- 
ed that  the  incident  under  discussion  be  repeated  at  the  top  of 
the  reciter's  voice  for  her  benefit,  occasionally  somewhat  to 
the  confusion  of  the  honest  matron  in  question. 

How  it  had  happened  that  she  had  not  betrayed  all  to  Mrs. 
Haworth  at  once  was  a  mystery  to  remain  unsolved.  During 
the  little  woman's  visits  to  the  cottage,  Mrs.  Briarley  existed 
in  a  chronic  condition  of  fear  and  trembling. 

"  She'll  be  out  wi'  it  some  o'  these  days,  mark  me,"  she 
would  quaver  to  Janey.  ''An  th'  Lord  knows,  I  would  na' 
be  theer  fur  nowt  when  she  does." 

But  she  did  not  do  it  at  first.  Mrs.  Briarley  had  a  secret 
conviction  that  the  fact  that  she  did  not  do  so  was  due  entirely 
to  miquity.  She  had  seen  her  sit  peering  from  under  her 
brows  at  their  guest  as  the  simple  creature  poured  forth  her 
loving  praise  of  her  son,  and  at  such  times  it  was  always  Mrs. 
Briarley's  province  to  repeat  the  conversation  for  her  benefit. 

"  Aye,"  Mrs.  Dixon  would  comment  with  an  evil  smile, 
"that's  him!  That's  Haworth!  He's  a  noice  chap— is 
Haworth.     /know  him." 

Mrs.  Haworth  learned  in  time  to  fear  her  and  to  speak 
timidly  in  her  presence,  rarely  referring  to  the  subject  of  her 
boy's  benefactions. 

"""-•  ~ --tt--^:jt   oe  natrai,     snc  saia  once   lo   Mrs. 

Briarley,  "  I  should  think  she  was  set  agen  him." 

"  Eh  !  bless  us,"  was  Mrs.  Briarley's  answer.     "  Yo'  need  na 
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moind  her.  She's  set  agen  ivverybody.  She's  th'  nowtest  owd 
piece  i'  Christendom." 

A  few  days  after  Haworth  had  awakened  to  find  his  mother 
standing  near  him,  Mrs.  Haworth  paid  a  visit  to  the  Briarleys. 
She  took  with  her  a  basket,  which  the  poor  of  Broxton  had 
long  since  learned  to  know.  In  this  case  it  contained  stock- 
ings for  the  little  Briarleys  and  a  dress  or  so  for  the  baby. 

When  she  had  bestowed  her  gifts  and  seated  herself,  she 
turned  to  Granny  Dixon  with  some  tremor  of  manner. 

"  I  hope  you're  well,  ma'am,"  she  said. 

Granny  Dixon  made  no  reply.  She  sat  bent  over  in  her 
chair,  regarding  her  for  a  few  seconds  with  unblinking  gaze. 
Then  she  slovly  pointed  with  her  thin,  crooked  finger  to  the 
little  presents. 

*•  He  sent  'em,  did  he  ?  "  she  trumpeted  forth.  "  Haworth  ?" 
Mrs.  Haworth  quailed  before  her. 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  she  answered,  "  leastways " 

Granny  Dixon  stopped  her. 

"  He  did  nowt  o'  th'  soart,"  she  cried.     ''  Tha'rt  leein' !" 
The  little  woman  made  an  effort  to  rise,  turned  pale,  and 
sat  down  again. 

"Ma'am "  she  began. 

Granny  Dixon's  eyes  sparkled, 

"  Tha'rt  leein',"  she  repeated.  "  He's  th'  worst  chap  i'  Eng- 
land, an'  aw  Broxton  knows  it." 

Her  victim  uttered  a  low  cry  of  pain.  Mrs.  Briarley  had 
left  the  room,  and  there  was  no  one  to  help  her.  All  the  hints 
and  jeers  she  had  heard  rushed  back  to  her,  but  she  struggled 
to  stand  up  against  them. 

"  It  ain't  true,"  she  said.     "  It  ain't— true." 

Granny  Dixon  was  just  beginning  to  enjoy  herself.  A  differ- 
ence of  opinion  with  Mrs.  Briarley,  which  had  occurred  a  short 
tinie  before,  had  prepared  her  for  the  occasion.  She  knew 
that  nothing  would  so  much  demoralize  her  relative  and  hostess 
as  this  iniquitous  outbreak. 
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"  They've  been  wamin'  me  to  keep  quiet  an'  not  tell  thee," 
she  answered,  "  but  I  towd  'em  I'd  tell  thee  when  I  wur  i'  th' 
humor,  an'  I'm  i'  th'  humor  now.  Will  Ffrench  wur  a  devil, 
but  he's  a  bigger  one  yet.  He  kep'  thee  away  because  he  did 
na  want  thee  to  know.  He  set  aw  th'  place  by  th'  ears.  A 
decent  woman  would  na  cross  his  door-step,  nor  a  decent  mon, 
fur  aw  his  brass— afore  tha  coom.  Th'  lot  as  he  used  to  ha' 
down  fro'  Lunnen  an'  Manchester  wur  a  shame  to  th'  town. 
Pve  seed  'em— women  in  paint  an'  feathers,  an'  men  as  decent 
lasses  hide  fro'.  A  good  un,  wur  he  ?  Aye,  he  wur  a  good 
un,  for  sure." 

She  sat  and  chuckled  a  moment,  thinking  of  Sararann's 
coming  terror  and  confusion.  She  had  no  objection  to  Haw- 
orth's  moral  lapses,  herself,  but  she  meant  to  make  the  most 
of  them  while  she  was  at  it.  She  saw  nothing  of  the  anguish 
in  the  face  from  which  all  the  fresh,  almost  girlish  color  had 
faded. 

"  An'  yo'  did  na  know  as  they  wur  na  gentlefolk,"  she  pro- 
claimed again.  *'  Tha  thowt  they  wur  ladies'  an'  gentlemen 
when  tha  coom  in  on  'em  th'  fust  neet  tha  set  foot  i'  th'  house. 
A  noice  batch  o'  ladies  they  wur  !  An'  he  passed  'em  off  on 
thee  !  He  wur  sharp  enow  fur  that,  trust  him.  Ladies,  bless 
us  !     /heard  tell  on  it— an'  so  did  aw  Broxton." 

The  wounded  creature  gathered  all  her  strength  to  rise  from 
her  chair.  She  stood  pressing  her  hands  against  her  heart, 
swaying  and  deadly  pale. 

"  He  has  been  a  good  son  to  me,"  she  said.  "  A  good  son 
—an'  I  can't  believe  it.  You  wouldn't  yourself  if— you  was 
his  mother,  an'  knew  him  as~as  I  do." 

She  made  her  way  to  the  door  just  as  Mrs.  Briarley  <»ame  in. 
One  glance  told  that  excellent  matron  that  the  long-dreaded 
calamity  had  arrived. 

"  What's  she  been  un  tn  ?  "  iVf^  f\p.x^rxnAo.A  «  t  ^^a  u«' 
mercy  !  what's  she  been  up  to  now  ?" 

"  She's  been  tellin'  me,"  faltered  the  departing  guest,  "  that 
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Let  me  go,  ma'am — 
-an'  it's  made  me  a 


A  full  sense  of  what 


my  son's  a  bad  man  an'  a  sham  a  to  me. 
for  I've,  never  heard  talk  like  this  before 
bit  weak  an'  queer." 

And  she  slipped  past  and  was  gone. 

Mrs.  Briarley's  patience  deserted  her. 
Granny  Dixon's  worst  might  be  burst  in  upon  her ;  ^  remem- 
brance of  her  own  manifold  wrongs  and  humiliations  added 
itself  to  this  sense;  for  the  moment,  discretion  ceased  to 
appear  the  better  part  of  valor. 

"  What  has  tha  been  sayin  ?  "  she  cried.  "  What  has  tha 
been  sayin'  ?     Out  wi'  it." 

"  I've  been  telling  her  what  tha  wur  afeared  to  tell  her," 
chuckled  Mrs.  Dixon  with  exultation.  "  I  towd  thee  I  would, 
an'  I've  done  it." 

Mrs.  Briarley  made  no  more  ado.  She  set  the  baby  down 
upon  an  adjacent  chair  with  a  resonant  sound,  and  then  fell 
upon  the  miserable  old  woman  and  seizing  her  by  the  shoulders 
shook  her  until  her  cap  flew  off  and  danced  upon  her  back  and 
her  mouth  opened  and  shut  as  if  worked  by  a  spring. 

"  Tha  brazent,  hard-hearted  besom,  tha  !  "  she  cried  as  she 
shook.  "  Tha  ill-farrant  nowt,  tha  !  as  niwer  did  no  good  i' 
thy  days  an  canna  bear  as  no  one  else  should.  I  dunnot  care 
if  I  niwer  see  thy  brass  as  long  as  I  live.  If  tha  wur  noine 
i'stead  o'  ninety-five  I'd  give  thee  a  hidin',  tha  brazent,  hard- 
hearted owd  piece  ! " 

Her  strength  failed  her  and  she  loosened  her  hold  and  sat 
down  and  wept  aloud  behind  the  baby,  and  Mrs.  Dixon  fell 
back  in  her  chair,  an  unpleasant  heap,  without  breath  to  speak 
a  word  or  strength  to  do  anything  but  clutch  wildly  at  her  cap, 
and  so  remained  shrunken  and  staring. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

haworth's  defender. 

Mrs.  Haworth  made  her  way  along  the  streets  wifh  weak 
and  lagging  steps.  She  had  been  a  brisk  walker  in  the  days  of 
her  country  life,  and  even  now  was  fonder  of  going  here  and 
there  on  foot  than  of  riding  in  state,  as  her  son  would  have 
preferred.  But  now  the  way  before  her  seemed  long.  She 
knew  where  she  was  going. 

"  There's  one  of  'em  as  knows  an'  will  tell  me,"  she  said  to 
herself.     "  She  can't  have  no  cruel  feeling  against  him,  bein'  a 
lady,  an'  knowin'  him  so  well.     An'  if  it's  true— not  as  I  be 
lieve  it,  Jem,  my  dear,  for   I   don't— she'll  break  it  to  me 
gende." 

"Not  as  I  believe,  Jem,  my  dear,  for  I  don't,"  she  said  to 
herself  again  and  again. 

Her  mind  went  back  to  the  first  hour  of  his  life,  when  he 
had  lain,  a  strong-limbed  child,  on  her  weak  arm,  the  one 
comfort  given  to  her  out  of  her  wretched  marriage.  She 
thought  of  him  again  as  he  had  been  a  lad,  growing  and  thriv- 
ing m  spite  of  hunger  and  cold,  growing  and  thriving  in  spite 
ofcruelty  and  wrong  which  broke  her  health  and  threw  her 
helpless  upon  charity.  He  had  been%harper  and  bolder  than 
other  boys,  and  always  steadfast  to  his  determination. 

"  He  was  always  good  to  me,"  she  said.  "  Child  an'  man 
he's  never  forgot  me,  or  been  unmindful.  If  there'd  have 
been  wrong  in  his  life,  who'd  have  been  liker  to  see  it  than 
me?" 

It  was  to  Rachel  Ffrench  sh-  was  going,  and  when  at  last 
she  reached  the  end  of  her  journey,  and  was  walking  up  the 
path-way  to  the  house,    Rachel  Ffrench,   who  stood   at  the 

window^  saw  h'^r   ^rtA  mjoo  »v.^..«j  4.^ i-..  11  .. 

—  ?T,  31-w  .s^s,  ..„u  \ra.o  xiiuvcu  lu  wuHuci  vy  Hcr  paiioi  and 

feebleness. 

The  spring  sunshine  was  so  bright  outside  that  the  room 
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seemed  quite  dark  when  she  came  into  it,  and  even  after  she 
had  seated  herself  the  only  light  in  it  seemed  to  emanate  from 
the  figure  of  Miss  Ffrench  herself,  who  stood  opposite  her  in 
a  dress  of  some  thin  white  stuff  and  with  strongly  fragrant 
yellow  hyacinths  at  her  neck  and  in  her  hand. 

"  You  are  tfred,"  she  said.     "  You  should  not  have  walked." 

The  woman  looked  up  at  her  timidly. 

"  It  isn't  thai,"  she  answered.     "  It's  somethin'  else." 

She  suddenly  stretched  forth  her  hands  into  the  light. 

"  I've  came  here  to  hear  about  my  boy,"  she  said.  "  I  want 
to  hear  from  one  as  knows  the  truth,  an'— will  tell  me." 

Miss  Ffrench  was  not  of  a  sympathetic  nature.  There 
existed  few  young  women  with  more  nerve  and  self-poise  at 
trying  times,  and  she  had  not  at  any  previous  period  been 
specially  touched  by  Mrs.  Haworth  ;  but  just  now  she  was  dis- 
tressed singularly. 

"  What  do  you  want  to  know,"  she  asked,  "  that  I  can  tell 
you  ?" 

She  was  not  prepared  for  what  happened  next,  and  she  lost 
a  little  placidity  through  it.  The  simple,  loving  creature  fell 
at  her  feet  and  caught  hold  of  her  dress,  sobbing. 

"He's  thirty-three  years  old,"  she  cried,  "an'  I've  never 
seen  the  day  when  he's  give  me  a  hurt.  He's  been  ^he  pride 
of  my  life  an'  the  hope  of  it.  I've  looked  up  to  him  and 
prayed  for  him  an'  believed  in  him— an'  they  say  he's  black 
with  shameful  sin— an'  I  don't  know  him,  nor  never  did,  for 
he's  deceived  me  from  first  to  last," 

The  yellow  hyacinths  fell  from  Miss  Ffrench's  hand  on  the 
carpet,  and  she  looked  down  at  them  instead  of  at  the  upturned 
face.  % 

"Who  said  it?"  she  asked. 

But  she  was  not  answered. 

"  If  it's  true— not  that  1  believe  it,  for  I  don't— if  it's  true, 
what  is  there  left  for  me,  as  loved  and  honored  him — where's 
my  son  I  thanked  God  for  day  an'  night  ?     Where's  my  boy  as 
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paid  me  for  all  I  bore  ?  He's  never  been— he's  never  been  at 
all.  I've  never  been  his  mother  nor  he's  never  been  my  son. 
If  it's  true— not  as  I  believe  it,  for  I  don't— where  is  he?" 

Miss  Ffrench  bent  down  aud  picked  up  her  hyacinths. 
She  wondered  as  she  bent  down,  what  her  reply  would  be. 

I'  Will  you  believe  me  ;"  she  asked,  as  she  rose  up  again. 

"  Yes,  ma'am,"  she  was  answered,  "  I  know  I  may  do  it- 
thank  God!" 

••Yes,  you  may,"  said  Miss  Ffrench,  without  flinching  in  the 
least.  "  I  can  have  no  feeling  for  or  against  him.  I  can  have 
no  end  to  serve,  one  way  or  the  other.  It  is  not  true.  It  is 
a  lie.     He  is  all  you  have  believed." 

She  helped  her  to  rise,  and  made  her  sit  down  again  in  an  easy 
chair,  and  then  herself  withdrew  a  little,  and  stood  leaning 
against  the  window,  looking  at  her. 

"  He  has  done  more  good  in  Broxton  than  any  other  man 
who  lives,"  she  said.  "  He  has  made  it  what  it  is.  The 
people  who  hate  him  and  speak  ill  of  him  are  those  he  has 
benefitted  most.  It  is  the  way  of  their  class,  I  have  heard 
before,  and  now  I  believe  it  to  be  true.  They  have  said  worse 
things  of  men  who  deserve  them  as  little  as  he  does.  He  has 
enemies  whom  he  has  conquered,  and  they  will  never  forgive 
him." 

She  discovered  a  good  many  things  to  say,  having  once  begun, 
and  she  actually  found  a  kind  of  epicurian  enjoyment  in  say- 
ing them  in  a  manner  the  most  telling.  She  always  liked  to  do 
a  thing  very  well. 

But,  notwithstanding  this,  the  time  seemed  rather  long  be- 
fore she  was  left  alone  to  think  the  m  nter  over. 

Before  she  had  said  many  words  her  visitor  was  another 
woman.  Life's  color  came  back  to  her,  and  she  sat  crying 
softly,  tears  of  sheer  joy  and  relief. 

"  I  knowed  it  rniiMn'i-  K<»    fr-ti^  "    ,.l,rv    „-:j       ttt    \ i    •. 

-    -  ,,   ., vi-_,     3I1C   =,iiu.        i.   Knuwca  it, 

an'  oh  !  thank  you  ma'am,  with  all  a  mother's  heart  I" 

"  To  think,"  she  said,  smiling  and  sobbing,  "  as  I  should 


] 


"haworth's." 


179 


have  been  so  wicked  as  to  let  it  weigh  on  me,  when  I  knowed 
so  well  as  it  couldn't  never  be.  I  should  be  almost  'shamed 
to  look  him  in  the  face  if  I  didn't  know  how  good  he  was,  an' 
how  ready  he'd  be  to  forgive  me." 

When  at  last  she  was  gone.  Miss  Ffrench  threw  herself  into 
the  chair  she  had  left,  rather  languidly.  She  was  positively 
tired. 

As  she  did  so  she  heard  a  sound.  She  rose  hastily  and 
turned  toward  the  folding-doors  leading  into  the  adjoining 
room.  They  had  been  partially  closed  and  as  she  turned  they 
were  pushed  aside  and  some  one  came  through  them. 

It  was  Jem  Haworth. 

He  was  haggard  and  disheveled,  and  as  he  approached  her 
he  walked  unsteadily. 

"  I  was  in  there  through  it  all,"  he  said,  and  I  heard  every 
word." 

She  was  herself  again,  at  once.  She  knew  she  had  not  been 
herself  ten  minutes  before. 

"  Well,"  she  said. 

He  came  up  and  stood  near  her — an  almost  abject  tremor 
upon  him. 

"Will  you  listen  to  what  I  have  got  to  say?"  he  said. 

She  made  a  cold  gesture  of  assent. 

"  If  she'd  gone  to  some  and  heard  what  they  had  to  tell,'' 
he  said,  *'  it  would  have  killed  her.     It's  well  she  came  here.'' 

She  saw  the  dark  color  rush  to  his  face  and  knew  what  was 
coming. 

*•  It's  all  true,  by "  he  burst  out,  "  every  word  of  it !" 

"  When  I  was  in  there,"  he  went  on,  with  a  gesture  toward 
the  other  room,  •'  I  swore  I'd  tell  you.  Make  the  best  and  the 
worst  of  it.     It's  all  true— that  and  more." 

He  sat  down  in  a  chair  and  rested  his  forehead  on  his 
hands. 

"  Things  has  begun  to  go  agen  me,"  he  said.  "  They  never 
did  before.     I've  been  used  to  tell  myself  there  was  a  kind  of 
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luck  in  keeping  it  hid  from  her.  Th'  day  it  comes  on  her  full 
torce  I'm  done  for.  I  said  m  there  you  shoul.  know,  at  least, 
its  all  true." 

"I  knew  it  was  true,"  remarked   Miss  Ffrench,    -'all  the 
time. 

"  Vou  knew  !"  he  crijd  out.     "  Vou  /" 
"I  have  known  it  from  th    first,"  she  answered.     "  Did  you 
thmk  It  was  a  secret?" 

He  turned  hot  and  colo  as  he  looked  at  her. 

wi"^^^"'.^^  George,  )(,u'd  a  reason  for  saving  what  you  did. 
vviiat  was  it?" 

She  remained  silent,  looking  out  of  the  open  window  across 
he  flower-bright  garden.     .-  ,e  watched  a  couple  uf  yellow  but- 
terflies eddying  above  a  purple   hyacinth  for  several  seconds 
before  she  spoke,  and  then  did  so  slowly  and  absently. 

I  don't  know  the  reason,"  she  said.     "It  was  a  strange 
thing  for  me  to  do." 

''  It  wasn't  to  save  me  aught,"  he  retur  led.  "  That's  vWrn 
enough."  ^ 

"  No,"  she  answered,  "  it  was  not  to  save  you.  I  am  not 
given  to  pitymg  people,  but  I  think  that  for  the  time  I  wanted 
to  save  /ler.  It  was  a  strange  thing,"  she  said,  softly,  -  for  me 
to  do. 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

CHRISTIAN    MURDOCH. 

Christian  had  never  spoken  to  Murdoch  opjnly  of  his 
secret  labor.  He  was  always  aware  that  she  knew  and  under- 
stood;  he  had  seen  her  knowledge  in  her  face  almost  from  the 
first,  but  they  had  exchanged  no  words  on  the  subject      He 

had  never  wavered  from   his  rp=r.i„«  o;j,^p  l-  u^j         ,     . 
,,,,    ,         ,  .  ■"  " —  -~ '•-  ^5nv.e  ne  nau  made  ii. 

Whatever  his  tasks  had  been  in  the  day,  or  however  late  his 
return  was  at  night,  he  did  not  rest  until  he  had  given  a  cer- 
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tain nnmber  of  hours  to  this  work.  Often  Christian  and  his 
mothc  r,  wakening  long  after  midnight,  heard  him  moving  about 
in  his  closed  room.  He  grew  gaunt  and  hollow-eyed,  but  he 
did  not  speak  of  wha  was  doing,  and  they  never  knew 

whether  he  was  hope      or  despairing. 

Without  seeing  mu^h  of  the  two  women,  he  still  found  him- 
self led  to  think  of  them  constantly,  Hewa  vaguely  conscious 
that  since  their  interview  in  the  grave-yard,  he  had  never  felt 
free  from  Christian  Murdoch.  More  than  once  her  mother's 
words  came  back  to  him  with  startling  force.  "  She  sits  and 
looks  on  and  says  nothing.  She  asks  nothing,  but  her  eyes 
force  me  to  speak." 

He  always  v  that  she  was  watching  him.  Often  he  look- 
ed up  and  mc  glance,  and  somehow  it  was  always  a  kind 
of  shock  to  hi  He  knew  that  she  was  wondering  and  asking 
herself  questions  she  could  not  ask  him. 

"  If  I  gave  it  up  or  flagged,"  he  told  himself,  "  she  would 
know  without  my  saying  a  word." 

There  had  grown  in  her  a  beauty  of  a  dark,  foreign  type. 
The  delicate  olive  of  her  skin  and  the  dense  blackness  of  her 
eyes  and  hair  caused  her  to  be  considered  a  novelty  worth 
commenting  upon  by  the  men  of  Broxton  society,  which  was 
of  a  highly  critical  nature.  She  went  out  a  great  deal  as  the 
spring  advanced  and  began  to  know  the  place  and  people  bet- 
ter. She  developed  a  pathetic  eagerness  to  make  friends  and 
understand  those  around  her.  One  day,  she  went  alone  to 
Broxton  Chapel  and  after  sitting  through  one  of  Mr.  Hixon's 
most  sulphurous  sermons,  came  home  in  a  brooding  mood. 

"Why  rid  you  go?"  Murdoch  was  roused  to  ask. 

"I  thought,"  she  answered,  "it  might  make  me  better.  I 
thoup'it  I  would  try." 

N  ot  long  afterward,  when  he  had  gone  out  of  the  house  and 
she  was  left  sitting  with  Mrs.  Murdoch,  she  suddenly  looked 
up  from  the  carpet  on  which  her  eyes  had  been  fixed  and  ask- 
ed her  a  question. 
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"  Is  it  true  that  I  am  beginning  to  be  very  handsome  ?"  she 
demanded. 

"  Yes,"  Mrs.  Murdoch  answered,  "  it  is  true." 

A  dark  cloud  settled  upon  her  face  and  her  eyes  fell  again. 

"  I  heard  some  men  in  the  street  speak  aloud  to  each  other 

about  It,"  she  said.     "  Do  they  speak  so  of  a//  women  who  are 

handsome?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  her  companion  replied,  surveying  her  criti- 
cally and  with  some  anxiety. 

"  They  used  to  speak  so  o{—/ier,"  she  said,  slowly.     «'  S/ie 
was  a  beautiful  woman.     They  were  always  telling  her  of  it 
again  and  again,  and  I   used  to  go  and  look  at  myself  in  the 
glass  and  be  glad  that  I  was  thin  and  dark  and  ugly  and  that 
they  laughed  at  me.     I  wanted  to  be  hideous.     Once,  when  I 
was  a  child,  a  man  said  :  '  Never  mind,  she  will  be  a  beauty 
someday-like  her  mother!'  and  I  flew  at  him  and  struck 
him,  and  then  T  ran  away  to  my  room  and  fell  down  upon  my 
knees  and  said  the  first  prayer  I  ever  said  in  my  life.     I  said 
*  O  God  !— if  there  is  a  God— strike  me  dead  !     O  God  !— if 
there  is  a  God — strike  me  dead  !'" 
The  woman  who  listened  shuddered. 
"  Am  I  like— any!  ^dy  ?  "  she  said  next. 
"  I  do  not  know,"  was  the  answer. 

"  I  could  not  tell  myself,  if  I  were,"  she  said.     "  I  have 
watched  for  it  so  long  that  I  should  not  see  it  if  it  had  come 
I  look  every  day.     Perhaps  I  am  and  do  not  know.     Perhaps 
that  IS  why  they  look  at  me  in  the  street,  and  speak  of  me  aloud 
as  I  go  by." 

Her  voice  fell  into  a  whisper.  She  threw  herself  upon  her 
knees  and  laid  her  head  upon  the  woman's  lap. 

"  Cover  me  with  your  arms,"  she  said.  «'  Cover  me  so  that 
you  may  not  see  my  face." 

She  was  constantly  mnv^r!  tn  fhf^op.  ofvon —  r--,f»- •      '•-    i 

.  — .,;;  oiran^^c  oatuursrs  or  reel- 

ing  in  these  days.     A  few  nights  later,  as  he  sat  at  work  after 
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door.  He  went  to  it  and  opened  it  and  found  himself  con- 
fronting the  girl  as  she  sat  ciouched  upon  the  lowest  step  of 
the  stair-way. 

'*  What  are  you  doing  here  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  could  not  go  to  sleep,"  she  nswered.  "  I  could  not  stop 
thinking  of  what  you  were  doing.  It  seemed  as  if  I  should 
have  a  little  share  in  it  if  I  were  here.  Are  you,"~almost 
timidly, — "  are  you  tired  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  he  answered,  "  I  am  tired." 

"  Are  you — any  nearer  ? " 

"  Sometimes  I  think  so, — but  so  did  he." 

She  rose  slowly. 

"  I  will  go  away,"  she  said.  "  It  would  only  disturb  you  to 
know  I  was  here." 

She  moved  a  step  upward  and  then  paused  uncertainly. 

"  You  told  me  once,"  she  said,  "  that  there  was  no  reason 
why  I  should  nor  be  as  good  and  happy  as  any  other  woman. 
Are  you  sure  of  what  you  said  ?  " 

"  For  God's  sake,  do  not  doubt  in  that  way,"  he  said. 

She  stood  looking  down  at  him,  one  hand  resting  upon  the 
balustrade,  her  dark  eyes  wild  with  some  strange  emotion. 

"  I  lie  awake  at  night  a  great  deal,"  she  said,  "  and  I  am 
always  thinking  of  what  has  gone  by.  Sometimes— lately— I 
have  wished  that — I  had  forgiven  her." 

"  I  have  wished  so  too,"  he  answered. 

*'  I  know  that,"  she  returned.  **  But  I  did  not  and  it  is  too 
late.  Everything  is  over  for  her  and  it  is  too  late.  For  a  long 
time  I  was  glad,  but  now— I  suppose  I  am  repenting.  She  did 
not  repent.  She  suffered,  but  she  did  not  repent.  1  think  I 
am  repenting." 

When  he  returned  to  his  room  he  found  he  could  not  settle 
down  to  work  again.  He  walked  up  and  down  restlessly  for 
some  time,  and  at  last  threw  himself  upon  the  bed  and  lay  wide 
awake  thinking  in  the  darkness. 
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and  concentrate  himself  upon  his  labor  in  those  days.  A  year 
before  it  would  have  been  different,  now  there  was  always  a 
battle  to  be  fought.  There  were  dreams  to  be  held  at  bay  and 
memories  which  his  youth  and  passion  made  over-whelming 
forces. 

But  to-night,  somehow,  it  was  Christian  Murdoch  who  dis 
turbed  him.  There  had  l)een  a  terrible  vistfulness  in  her 
voice — a  wistfulness  mingled  with  long-repressed  fear,  which 
had  touched  him  more  than  all.  And  so.  when  sleep  came  to 
him,  it  happened  that  her  figure  stood  out  alone  from  all  others 
before  him,  and  was  his  last  thought. 

Among  those  whom  Christian  Murdoch  learned  to  know  was 
Janey  Briarley.  She  saw  her  first  in  the  streets,  and  again  in 
Mrs.  Murdoch's  kitchen,  where  she  occasionally  presented  her- 
self, attired  in  the  huge  apron,  to  assist  in  a  professional  capa- 
city upon  "  cleanin'  day?."  The  baby  having  learned  to  \Nalk, 
and  Mr.  Briarley  being  still  an  inactive  member  of  the  house- 
hold, it  fell  upon  Janey  and  her  mother  to  endeavor  to  add,  by 
such  efforts  as  lay  in  their  power,  to  their  means  of  providing 
for  the  eleven.  With  the  assistance  of  the  apron,  Janey  was 
enabled  to  make  herself  generally  '  seful  upon  all  active  occa- 
sions. 

"  Hoo's  a  little  thing,  but  hoo's  a  sharp  un,"  Mrs.  Briarley 
was  wont  to  say.  "  Hoo  con  work  like  a  woman.  I  dunnot 
know  what  I'd  ha'  done  wi'out  her.  Yo'  try  her.  Missus,  an' 
see." 

She  spent  each  Saturday  afternoon  in  Mrs.  Murdoch's  kitchen, 
and  it  was  not  long  before  Christian  drifted  into  an  acquaint- 
ance with  her.  The  first  ti.  he  saw  her  on  her  knees  before 
the  fire-place,  surrounded  by  black-lead  brushes,  bath-brick, 
and  "pipe-clay,"  and  vigorously  polishing  the  fender,  she 
stopped  short  to  look  at  her. 

"  How  old  are  you  ?  "  she  asked,  after  a  little  while. 

"  I'm  twelve,  goin'  on  thirteen,"  was  the  reply,  without  any 
cessation  of  the  rubbing. 
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The  girl  leaned  agains'  the  side  of  the  mantel  and  surveyed 
her  critically. 

"  You  don't  look  that  old,"  she  said. 

"Aye,  but  I  do,"  returned  the  child,  "i'  tha  looks  at  my 
face.     I'm  stunted  wi'  nussin',  that's  what  mak's  me  so  little." 

She  gave  her  face  a  sharp  turn  upward,  that  it  might  be 
seen, 

'*  I've  had  enow  to  mak'  me  look  owd,  I  con  tell  thee,"  she 
remarked. 

The  interest  she  saw  in  her  countenance  inspired  her.  She 
became  comparatively  garrulous  upon  the  subject  of  the  family 
anxieties.  "  Feyther  "  figured  in  his  usual  unenviable  role,  and 
Granny  Dixon  was  presented  in  strong  colors,  but  finally  she 
pulled  herself  up  and  changed  the  subject  with  startling  sud- 
denness. 

"  I've  seed  thee  mony  a  toime  afore,"  she  said,  "  an'  I've 
heerd  folk  talk  about  thee.  I  nivver  heerd  hbn  say  owt  about 
thee,  though." 

'*■  Whom  do  you  mean  ? "  asked  Christian,  with  a  little 
frown. 

*'  Mester  Murdoch.  We  used  to  see  a  good  deal  on  him  at 
th'  start,  but  we  dunnot  see  him  so  often  i'  these  days.  He's 
getten  other  places  to  go  to.  Th'  quality  mak'  a  good  deal  on 
him." 

She  paused  and  sat  up,  polishing  brush  in  hand. 

"  I  dunnot  wonder  as  they  say  yo're  han'some,"  she  volun- 
teered. 

"  Who  says  so  ?  "  coldly. 

"  Th'  men  in  th'  Works  an'  th'  foak  as  sees  yo'  i'  th'  street. 
Some  on  'em  says  you're  han'somer  than  her — an'  that's  sayin' 
a  good  bit,  yo'  know." 

"'Her' is  Miss  Ffrench?" 

"  Aye=     Yo'  dunnot  dress  as  foine^  an'  vo're  dark-skinned 
but  theer's  summat  noice  about  yo'.     I  dunnot  wonder  as  they 
say  yo're  han'some." 
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"  Never  mind  talking  about  that.  Tell  me  about  somet>-"ng 
else." 

The  termination  of  the  interview  left  them  on  sufficiently 
good  terms. 

Janey  went  home  with  a  story  to  tell. 

"  She's  crossed  th'  seas,"  she  said,  "  an'  live  d  i'  furrin  parts. 
She's  getten  queer  ways  an'  she  stares  at  a  body— but  I  loike 
her  fur  aw  that." 

"  Been  i'  furrin  parts  !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Briarley.  "  Bless 
us  !  No  wonder  th'  poor  thing's  a  bit  heathenish.  Hast  tha 
ivver  seed  her  at  chapel,  Jane  Ann  ?  " 

The  fact  that  she  had  not  been  seen  at  chapel  awakened 
grave  misgivings  as  to  the  possible  presence  of  popery  and  the 
**  scarlet  woman,"  which  objectionable  female  figured  largely 
and  in  most  unpleasant  guise  in  the  discourses  of  Brother 
Hixon. 

**  Theer's  no  knowin'  what  th'  poor  lass  has  been  browt  up 
to,"  said  the  good  matron,  "  livin'  reet  under  th'  Pope's  nose 
an'  nivver  darin'  to  say  her  soul's  her  own.  I  nivver  had  no 
notion  o'  them  furrin  parts  mysen.     Gie  me  Lancashire.'' 

But  the  next  week  the  girl  made  her  visit  to  the  chapel  and 
sat  throughout  the  sermon  with  her  steadfast  black  eyes  fixed 
upon  the  Reverend  Mr.  Hixon.  Once,  during  a  moment  of 
inflammatory  eloquence,  that  gentleman,  suddenly  becoming 
conscious  of  her  gaze,  stopped  with  a  start  and  with  difficulty 
regained  his  equilibrium,  though  Christian  did  not  flinch  at  all, 
or  seem  to  observe  his  alarm  and  confusion. 

She  cultivated  Janey  with  an  odd  persistence  after  this. 
She  asked  her  questions  concerning  her  life  and  experiences, 
and  always  seemed  to  find  her  interesting.  Often  Janey  was 
conscious  of  the  fact  that  she  stood  and  looked  at  her  for  some 
time  with  an  air  of  curiosity.  , 

"  Do  you,"  she  asked  her  suddenly  one  day,  "do  you  believe 
all  that  man  says  to  you  ?  " 
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til  on  sufficiently 
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Janey  started  into  a  sitting  posture,  as  was  her  custom  when 
roused  in  the  midst  of  her  labors. 

"  Eh  !  bless  us  !     Yes,"  she  exclaimed.     "  Dunnot  vo?" 

"  No."  ^ 

Recollections  of  the   "  scarlet  woman  "  flashed  across  her 
young  hearer's  mind. 

"  Art  tha  a  Papist  ?  "  she  gasped. 

"  No— not  yet." 

"Art  tha,"  Janey  asked,  breathlessly, —" art  tha  goin'  to 

**  I  don't  know." 

"  An'  tha— tha  does  na  beueve  what  Mester  Hixon  says?" 
"  No— not  yet." 
"  What  does  tha  believe  ?  " 

She  stared  up  at  the  dark  young  face  aghast.     It  was  quite 
unmoved.     The  girl's  eyes  were  fixed  on  space 
"Nothing." 

"  Wheer— wheer  does  tha  expect  to  go  when  tha  dees  ?  " 
"I   don't   know,"   she   said,  coldly;    "very  often   I  don't 
care." 

Janey  dropped  her  brush  and  forgot  to  pick  it  up. 

"  Why,  bless  thee  !  "  she  exclaimed  with  some"  sharpness 
and  also  with  the  manner  of  one  presenting  the  only  practical 
solution  of  a  difficulty,  <'  tha'lt  go  to  hell,  i'  tha  does  na 
repent ! " 

The  girl  turned  her  eyes  upon  her. 
"  Does  it  alldepend  on  that?"  she  demanded. 
"Aye,  to  be  sure,"  she  replied,  testily.     "  Does  na  tha  know 
that?" 

"Then,"  said  Christian,  slowly,  "I  shall  not  go  to  hell— for 
I  am  repenting." 

And  she  turned  about  and  walked  away. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

A    SEED    SOWN. 

There  had  been,  as  it  seemed,  a  lull  in  the  storm.  The  idlers 
did  not  come  over  from  Molton  and  Dillup  as  often  as  they 
had  done  at  first.  The  strikes  had  extended  until  they  were 
in  full  blast  throughout  the  country,  but  "  Haworth's,"  so  far, 
had  held  its  own.  Haworth  himself  was  regarded  as  a  kind  of 
demi-god.  He  might  have  done  almost  anything  he  pleased. 
It  was  a  source  of  some  surprise  to  his  admirers  that  he  chose 
to  do  so  little  and  showed  no  elation.  One  or  two  observing 
outsiders  saw  that  his  struggle  had  left  its  mark  upon  him. 
There  were  deep  lines  in  his  face ;  he  had  lost  flesh  and  some- 
thing of  his  air  of  bravado  ;  at  times  he  was  almost  haggard. 
As  things  became  quieter  he  began  to  take  sudden  mysterious 
journeys  to  London  and  Manchester  and  various  other  towns. 
Ffrench  did  not  know  why  he  went ;  in  fact  Ffrench  knew 
very  little  of  him  but  that  his  humors  were  frequently  trying 
and  always  more  morose  after  such  absences.  He  himself  had 
alternately  blown  hot  and  cold.  Of  late  the  fruit  of  his  efforts 
had  rather  the  flavor  of  ashes.  He  was  of  even  less  importance 
than  before,  in  the  Works,  and  he  continually  heard  unpleasant 
comments  and  reports  outside.  As  surely  as  his  spirits  rose 
10  a  jubilant  height  some  untoward  circumstance  occurred  to 
dash  them. 

"  I  should  have  thought,"  he  said  fretfully  to  his  daughter, 
**  that  as  a  Broxton  man  and — and  a  gentleman,  the  people 
would  have  been  with  me,  but  they  are  not." 

"  No,"  said  Miss  Ffrench,  "  they  are  not." 

She  knew  far  more  than  he  did  himself.  She  was  not  in  the 
habit  of  allowing  any  sign  to  escape  her.  When  she  took  her 
frequent  drives  she  kept  her  eyes  open  to  all  that  happened. 

"  If  they  dared,  there  are  a  good  many  of  them  who  would 
be  insolent  to  me." 
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"  Why  should  they  not  dare  ?  "  asked  her  father  with  in- 
creased irritation. 

"  Because  they  know  I  am  not  afraid  of  them— because  I  set 
them  at  defiance  ;  and  for  another  reason." 

The  other  reason  which  she  did  not  state  had  nothing  to  do 
with  their  daring.  It  was  the  strong  one  that  in  the  splendor 
of  her  beauty  she  had  her  greatest  power.  Ordinary  woman- 
hood would  scarcely  in  itself  have  appealed  to  the  chivalric 
sentiment  of  Broxto.i,  Molton  and  Dillup,  but  Rachel  Ffrench 
driving  slowly  through  the  streets  and  past  the  "  beer-house" 
doors,  and  turning  her  perfect,  unmoved  face  for  criticism  to 
the  crowd  collected  thereat,  created  a  natural  diversion.  Those 
who  had  previously  been  in  a  sarcastic  mood,  lapsed  into 
silence,  the  most  inveterate  'bacco  consumers  took  their  pipes 
out  of  their  mouths,  feeling  it  necessary  to  suspend  all  action 
that  they  might  look  after  her  with  a  clearer  appreciation.  They 
were  neither  touched  nor  softened,  but  they  were  certainly 
roused  to  an  active  admiration  which,  after  a  manner,  held 
them  in  check. 

"  Theer  is  na  another  loike  her  i'  England,"  was  once  re- 
marked rather  sullenly  by  one.  »  Not  i'  England,  let  aloan 
Lancashire— an'  be  dom'd  to  her,"— this  last  added  with  a 
shade  of  delicate  significance. 

But  there  was  one  man  who  saw  her  with  eyes  different  from 
the  rest.  If  he  had  not  so  seen  her,  existence  would  have  been 
another  matter.  He  seemed  to  live  a  simple,  monotonous 
life.  He  held  his  place  in  the  Works,  and  did  well  what  he 
had  to  do.  He  was  not  very  thoroughly  understood  by  his 
fellows,  but  there  existed  a  vaRue  feeling  of  respect  lor  him 
among  them.  They  had  be.  >:r)e  used  to  his  silence  and 
absent-mindedness  and  the  tasks  which  seemed  to  them  eccen- 
tricities. His  responsibilities  had  increased,  but  he  shouldered 
them  without  making  any  fuss,  and  worked  among  the  rest  just 
as  he  had  been  wont  to  do  when  he  had  been  Floxham's  right 
hand  m  the  engine-room.     In  more  select  circles  he  was  re- 
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garded,  somewhat  to  his  distaste,  with  no  inconsiderable 
interest.  He  was  talked  of  privately  as  a  young  man  with  a 
future  before  him,  though  the  idea  of  what  that  future  was  to 
be,  being  gathered  from  Ffrench,  was  somewhat  indefinite. 
His  own  reserve  upon  the  subject  was  rather  resented,  but 
still  was  forgiven  on  the  score  of  eccentricity.  For  the  rest,  he 
lived,  as  it  were,  in  a  dream.  The  days  came  and  went,  but 
at  the  close  of  each  there  were  at  least  a  few  hours  of  happi- 
ness. 

And  yet  it  was  not  happiness  of  a  very  tangible  form.  Some- 
times, when  he  left  the  house  and  stepped  into  the  cool  dark- 
ness of  the  night  outside,  h-  found  himself  stopped  for  a 
moment  with  a  sense  of  bew.  '>erment.  Haworth,  who  had 
sat  talking  to  his  partner  and  following  Rachel  Ffrench's  figure 
with  devouring  eyes,  had  gained  as  much  as  he  himself.  She 
had  not  spoken  often,  perhaps,  and  had  turned  fr^.n  one  to  the 
other  with  the  same  glance  and  tone,  but  one  man  left  her  with 
anger  and  misery  in  his  breast,  and  the  other  wondered  at  his 
own  rapture. 

"  I  have  done  nothing  and  gained  nothing,"  the  young 
fellow  would  often  say  to  himself  as  he  sat  at  the  work-table 
afterward,  "  but— -I  am  madly  happy." 

And  then  he  would  lie  forward  with  his  head  upon  his  folded 
arms,  going  over  the  incidents  of  the  night  again  and  again- 
living  the  seconds  over,  one  by  one. 

Haworth  watched  him  closely  in  these  days.  As  he  passed 
him  on  his  way  to  his  work-room,  he  would  look  up  and  follow 
him  with  a  glance  until  he  turned  in  at  its  door.  He  found 
ways  of  hearing  of  his  life  outside  and  of  his  doings  in  the 
Works, 

One  morning,  as  he  was  driving  down  the  road  toward  the 
town,  he  saw  in  the  distance  the  graceful  figure  of  Mr.  Briar- 
Icy,  who  was  slouching  along  in  the  somewhat  muddled  condi- 
tion consequent  upon  the  excitement  of  an  agreeably  convivial 
eveixing  at  the  "  Who'd  ha'  Thowt  it." 
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He  gave  him  a  critical  glance  and  the  next  moment  whipped 
up  his  horse,  utterii.^  an  exclamation. 

"There's  th'  chap,"  he  said,  "  by  th'  Lord  Harry  !" 

In  a  few  seconds  more  he  pulled  up  alongside  of  him. 

"  Stop  a  bit,  lad,"  he  said. 

Mr.  Briarley  hesitated  and  then  obeyed  with  some  sudden- 
ness. A  delicately  suggestive  recollection  of  "  th'  barrels " 
induced  him  to  do  so.  He  ducked  his  head  with  a  feeble  smile, 
whose  effect  was  somewhat  obscured  by  a  temporary  cloud  of 
natural  embarrassment.  He  Lad  not  been  brought  into  im- 
mediate contact  with  Haworth  since  the  strikes  began. 

"  Th'  same,"  he  faltered,  with  illusive  cheerfulness, — "  th' 
same  to  yo'  an' — an'  mony  on  'em." 

Then  he  i)aused  and  stood  holding  his  hat  in  his  hand,  en- 
deavoring painfully  to  preserve  the  smile  in  all  its  pristine 
beauty  of  expression. 

Haworth  leaned  forward  in  his  gig. 

"  You're  a  nice  chap,"  he  said.     "  You're  a  nice  chap." 

A  general  vague  condition  of  mind  betrayed  Mr.  Briarley 
into  the  momentary  weakness  of  receiving  this  compliment 
literally.  He  brightened  perceptibly,  and  his  countenance 
became  suffused  with  the  roseate  blush  of  manly  modesty. 

"  My  best  days  is  ower,"  he  replied.  "  I've  been  misforchnit, 
Mester — but  theer  wur  a  toime  as  th'  opposite  sect  ha'  said  th' 
same — though  that  theer's  a  thing,"  reflecting  deeply  and 
shaking  his  head,  "as  I  nivver  remoind  Sararann  on." 

The  next  moment  he  fell  back  in  some  trepidation.  Ha- 
worth looked  down  at  him  coolly. 

"  You're  a  pretty  chap,"  he  said,  "  goin'  on  th'  strike  an' 
leaving  your  wife  and  children  to  starve  at  home  while  you  lay 
in  your  beer  and  make  an  ass  of  yourself." 

"  Eh ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Briarley. 

"  And  make  an  ass  of. yourself,"  repeated  Haworth,  unmov- 
edly.     "  You'd  better  be  drawin'  your  wages,  my  lad." 


^i 


y£ 


r 


1^' 


r '! 


•:n 


102 


"ilAWOKTll'S." 


Mr.  Briarley's  expression  changed.  From  bewilderment  he 
passed  into  comparative  gloom. 

"  It  is  na  drawin'  'em  I've  getten  owt  agen,"  he  remarked. 
"  It  is  na  drawin'  em.  It's  earnin'  'em,- -an'  ha'in'  'em  took 
away  an' — an'  spent  i'  luxuries — berryin'-clubs  an'  th'  loike. 
Brass  as  ud  buy  th'  necessycerries." 

"  If  we'd  left  you  alone,"  said  Haworth,  *'  where  would  your 
wife  and  children  be  now,  you  scoundrel  ?  Who's  fed  'em  and 
clothed  'em  while  you've  been  on  th'  spree?  Jem  Haworth, 
blast  you  ! — Jem  Haworth." 

He  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  and,  drawing  forth  a  few 
jingling  silver  coins,  tossed  them  to  him. 

"  Take  these,"  he  said,  "  an'  go  an'  spend  *em  on  th*  nessy- 
cerries,  as  you  call  'em.  You'll  do  it,  1  know  well  enow. 
You'll  be  in  a  worse  box  than  you  are  now,  before  long.  We'll 
have  done  with  you  chaps  when  Murdoch's  finished  the  job 
he's  got  on  hand.' 

"  What's  that  ?  "  faltered  Briarley.     "  I  ha'  na  heerd  on  it  ?" 

Haworth  laughed  and  picked  up  his  whip  and  reins. 

"  Ask  him,"  he  answered.  "  He  can  tell  you  better  than  I 
can.  He's  at  work  on  a  thing  that'll  set  the  masters  a  good 
bit  freer  than  they  are  now.  That's  all  I  know.  There  wont 
be  any  need  o'  so  many  o'  you  lads.  You'll  have  to  make  your 
brass  out  of  a  new  trade." 

He  bent  a  little  to  settle  a  strap. 

"  Go  and  tell  the  rest  on  'em,"  he  said.  "  You'll  do  it  when 
you're  drunk  enow,  I  dare  say." 

Briarley  fumbled  with  his  coins.  His  air  became  specula- 
tive. 

"  What  are  you  thinkin'  on  ?"  demanded  Haworth.  "  It's 
a  bad  lookout,  isn't  it  ?  " 

Mr.  Briarley  drew  a  step  nearer  the  gig's  side.  He  appeared 
somewhat  pale,  and  spoke  in  a  whisper.  Muddled  as  he  was, 
he  hadran  idea  or  so  left. 

"  It'll  be  a  bad  lookout  for  him,"  he  said.     "  Bless   yo' ! 
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They'd  tear  him  to  pieces.  They're  in  th'  humor  for  it.  They've 
been  carryin'  a  grudge  so  long  they're  ready  fur  ovt.  They've 
nivver  thowt  mich  o'  him,  though,  but  start  'em  on  that  an' 
they  wouldn't  leave  a  shred  o'  it  together— nor  a  shred  o'  him, 
eyther,  if  they  got  the  chance." 

Haworth  laughed  again. 

"Wouldn't  they?"  he  said.  "Let  'em  try.  He'd  have 
plenty  to  stand  by  him.  Th'  masters  are  on  his  side,  my 
lad." 

He  touched  his  horse,  and  it  began  to  move  Suddenly  he 
checked  it  and  looked  back,  speaking  again. 

"  Keep  it  to  yourself,  then,"  he  said,  "  if  there's  danger,  and 
keep  my  name  out  of  it,  by  George,  if  you  want  to  be  safe  !  " 

Just  as  he  drove  u\  to  the  gates  of  the  yard  Murdoch  passed 
him  and  entered  them.  Until  then— since  he  had  left  Briarley 
— he  had  not  spoken.  He  had  driven  rapidly  on  his  way  with 
a  grim,  steady  face.  As  Murdoch  went  by  he  got  down  from 
his  gig,  and  went  to  the  horse's  head.  He  stood  close  to  it, 
knotting  the  reins. 

"  Nor  of  him  either,"  he  said.  "  Nor  ot  him  either,  by " 
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A   CLIMAX. 

The  same  night  .^fr.  Briarley  came  home  in  a  condition  more 
muddled  and  disheveled  than  usual.  He  looked  as  if  he  had 
been  hustled  about  and  somewhat  unceremoniously  treated. 
He  had  lost  his  hat,  and  was  tremulous  and  excited.  He 
came  in  without  the  trifling  ceremony  of  opening  the  door.  In 
fact,  he  fell  up  against  it  and  ran  in.  and  making  nn  frmti'c 
dive  at  a  chair,  sat  down.  Granny  Dixon,  who  had  been  doz 
ing  in  her  usual  seat,  was  roused  by  the  concussion  and  wak- 
ened and  sat  up,  glaring  excitedly. 
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"He's  been  at  it  again!"  she  shouted,  "At  it  again! 
He'll  nivver  ha'  none  o'  my  brass  to  male'  way  wi'.  H's  been 
at " 
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Mrs.  Briarley  turned  upon  her. 

"Keep  thy  mouth  shut !"  she  said. 

The  command  was  effective  in  one  sense,  though  not  in 
another.  Mrs.  Dixon  stopped  in  the  midst  of  the  word  "at " 
with  her  mouth  wide  open,  and  so  sat  for  some  seconds,  with 
the  aspect  of  an  ancient  beldame  ordinarily  going  by  machin- 
ery and  suddenly  having  had  her  works  stopped. 

She  would  probably  have  presented  this  appearance  for  the 
remainder  of  the  evening  if  Mrs.  Briarley  had  not  addressed 
her  again. 

"  Shut  thy  mouth  ! "  she  said. 

The  works  were  set  temporarily  in  motion,  and  her  coun- 
tenance slowly  resumed  its  natural  lines.  She  appeared  to 
settle  down  all  over  and  sink  and  become  smaller,  though  as 
she  crouched  nearer  the  fire,  she  had  rather  an  evil  lodk,  which 
seemed  to  take  its  red  glow  into  her  confidence  and  secretly 
rage  at  it. 

"What's  tha  been  doin'?"  Mrs.  Briarley  demanded  of  her 
better  half     "Outwi'it!" 

Mr.  Briarley  had  already  fallen   into  his  favorite  position. 
He  had  already  placed  an  elbow  upon  each  knee  and  carefully 
supported  his  disheveled  head  upon  his  hands.     He  had  also 
already  begun  to  shed  tears,  which  dropped  and  made  dispro- 
portionately large  circles  upon  the  pipe-clayed  floor. 

"I'm  a  misforchnit  chap,"  he  said.  "I'm  a  misforclmit 
chap,  Sararann,  as  nivver  had  no  luck." 

"  What's  tha  been  doin'  ?"  repeated  Mrs.  Briarley,  with  even 
greater  sharpness  than  before  ;  "  out  wi'  it !" 

"  Nay,"  said  Mr.  Briarley,  "  that  theer's  what  I've  getten 
mysen  i'  trouble  wi'.     1  wunnot  do  it  again." 

"  Theer's  summat  i'  beer,"  he  proceeded  mournfully,  "  as 
g,oes  agen  a  man.     He  towd  me  not  to  say  nowt  an'  I  did  na 
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mean  to,  but,"  with  fresh  pathos,  "theer's  summat  i'  beer  as 
winds— as  winds  a  chap  up.  I'm  not  mich  o'  th'  speakin 
line  Sararann,  but  afore  I  knowed  it,  I  wur  a-makin'  a  speech 
—an'  when  I  bethowt  me  an'  wanted  to  set  down— they 
wur  bound  to  mak'  me— go  on  to  th'  eend— an'  when  I  would 
na— theer  wur  a  good  bit— o'  public  opinion  igspressed— an' 
I  did  na  stop— to  bid  'em  good-neet.  Theer  wur  too  much 
agoin'  on." 

"  What  wur  it  aw  about  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Briarley. 

But  Mr.  Briarley's  voice  had  been  gradually  becoming  lower 
and  lower,  and  his  words  more  incoherent.  He  was  sinking 
into  slumber.  When  she  repeated  her  question,  he  awakened 
with  a  violent  start. 

"I'm  a  misforchnit  chap,"  he  murmured,  " an' I  dunnot 
know.     'Scaped  me,  Sararannn— owin'  to  misforchins." 

"  Eh  !  "  remarked  Mrs.  Briarley,  regarding  him  with  connu- 
bial irony,  "  but  tha  art  a  graidely  foo' !  I'd  gie  summat  to 
see  a  gradelier  un  !  " 

But  he  was  so  far  gone  by  this  time  that  there  was  no  pros- 
pect .a  clear  solution  of  the  cause  of  his  excitement.  And 
so  she  turned  to  Granny  Dixon. 

"  It's  toime  for  thee  to  be  i'  bed,"  she  shouted. 

Granny  Dixon  gave  a  sharp,  stealthy  move  round,  and  a 
sharp,  stealthy  glance  up  at  her. 

"  I— dunnot  want  to  go,"  she  quavered  shrilly. 

"  Aye,  but  tha  does,"  was  the  answer.  "  An'  tha'rt  goin'  too. 
Get  up.  Missus." 

And  singularly  enough,  Mrs.  Dixon  fumbled  until  she  found 
her  stick,  and  gathering  herself  up  and  leaning  upon  it,  made 
her  rambling  way  out  of  the  room  carrying  her  evil  look  with 
her. 

•'  Bless  us !  "  Mrs.  Briarley  had  said  in  confidence  to  a 
neighbor  a  few  days  before.  "  I  wur  nivver  more  feart  i'  my 
hfe  than  when  I'd  done  it,  an'  th'  owd  besom  set  theer  wi'  her 
cap  o'  one  side  an'  her  breath  gone.     I  did  na  know  but  I'd 
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put  an  eend  to  her.  I  nivver  should  ha'  touched  her  i'  th' 
world  if  I  had  na  been  that  theer  upset  as  I  did  na  know  what 
I  wur  doin'.  I  thowt  she'd  been  up  an'  out  i'  th'  street  as  soon 
as  she'd  getten  her  breath  an',  happen,  ca'  on  th'  porlice.  An' 
to  think  it's  been  th'  settlin'  on  her !  It  feart  me  to  see  it  at 
the  first,  but  I  wur  na  goin'  to  lose  th'  chance  an'  th'  next  day 
I  give  it  to  her  up  an'  down—tremblin'  i'  my  shoes  aw  th' 
toime.  I  says,  '  Tha  may  leave  thy  brass  to  who  tha  loikes, 
but  tha'lt  behave  thysen  while  tha  stays  here  or  Sararann 
Briarley  '11  see  about  it.  So  mak'  up  thy  moind.'  An'  I've 
nivver  had  a  bit  o'  trouble  wi'  her  fro'  then  till  now."  She 
conna  bide  th'  soight  o'  me,  but  she  dare  na  go  agen  me  fur 
her  life." 


i 


The  next  day  Haworth  went  away  upon  one  of  his  mysteri- 
ous journeys. 

"To  Leeds  or  Manchester,  or  perhaps  London,"  said 
Ffrench.     "  I  don't  know  where." 

The  day  after  was  Saturday,  and  in  the  afternoon  Janey 
Briarley  presented  herself  to  Mrs.  Murdoch  at  an  early  hour, 
and  evidently  with  something  on  her  mind, 

"  I  mun  get  through  wi'  th'  cleanin'  an'  go  whoam  soon," 
she  said.  "  Th'  stroikers  is  over  fro'  Molton  and  Dellup  again. 
Theer's  summat  up  among  'em." 

"We  dunnot  know  nowt  about  it,"  she  answered,  when 
further  questioned.  "  We  on'y  know  they're  here  and  i'  a  ill 
way  about  summat  they've  fun  out.  Feyther,  he's  aw  upset, 
but  he  dare  na  say  nowt  fur  fear  o'  th'  Union.  Mother  thinks 
they've  getten  summat  agen  Ffrench." 

"  Does  Mr.  Ffrench  know  that  ?  "  Mrs.  Murdoch  asked. 

"  He'll  know  it  soon  enow,  if  he  does  na,"  dryly.  "  They'll 
noan  stand  back  at  tellin'  him  if  they're  i'  th'  humor— but  he's 
loiker  to  know  than  not.  He's  too  feart  on  'em  not  to  be  on 
the  watch." 

It  was  plain  enough  before  many  hours  had  passed  that 
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some  disturbance  was  on  foot.  The  strikers  gathered  about 
the  streets  in  groups,  or  lounged  here  and  there  sullenly.  They 
were  a  worse-looking  lot  than  they  had  been  at  the  outset. 
Idleness  and  ill-feeling  and  dissipation  had  left  their  marks! 
Clothes  were  shabbier,  faces  more  brutal,  and  habits  plainly 
%  more  vicious. 

At  one  o'clock  Mr.  Ffrench  disappeared  from  his  room  at 
the  bank,  no  one  knew  exactly  how  or  when.  All  the  morning 
he  had  spent  in  vacillating  between  his  desk  and  a  window 
looking  into  the  street.  There  was  a  rumor  among  the  clerks 
that  he  had  been  seen  vanishing  through  a  side  door  leading 
into  a  deserted  little  back  street. 

An  hour  later  he  appeared  in  the  parlor  in  which  his  daugh- 
ter sat.     He  was  hot  and  flurried  and  out  of  breath. 

"Those  scoundrels  are  in  the  town  again,"  he  said.    "And 
.  there  is  no  knowing  what  they  are  up  to.     It  was  an  insane 
thing  for  Haworth  to  go  away  at  such  a  time.     By  night  there 
will  be  an  uproar." 

"If  there  is  an  uproar,"  said  Miss  Ffrench,  "  they  will  come 
here.  They  know  that  they  can  do  nothing  at  the  Works.  He 
is  always  ready  for  them  there— and  they  are  angrier  with  you 
than  they  are  with  him." 

"  There  is  no  reason  why  they  should  be,"  Ffrench  pro- 
tested.    " /took  no  measures  against  them,  heaven  knows." 

"I  think,"  returned  Rachel  "that  is  the  reason.  You 
have  been  afraid  of  them." 

He  colored  to  the  roots  of  his  hair. 

"  You  are  saying  a  deuced  unpleasant  thing,  my  dear,"  he 
broke  forth. 

"  It  is  true,"  she  answered.  "  What  would  be  the  use  in 
no^  saying  it  ?  " 

He  had  no  reply  to  make.     The  trouble  was  that  he  never 
had  a  reply  to  make  to  these  deadly  simple  statements  of  hers. 
He  began  to  walk  up  and  down  the  room. 
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"  The  people  we  invited  to  dine  with  us,"  she  said,  *•'  wil 
not  come.     They  will  hear  what  is  going  on  and  will  be  afraid. 
It  is  very  stupid." 

"  I  wonder,"  he  faltered,  "  if  Murdoch  will  fail  us.  He 
never  did  before." 

"  No,"  she  answered.     "  Ife  will  not  stay  away." 

The  afternoon  dragged  away  its  unpleasant  length.  As  it 
passed  Ffrench  found  in  every  hour  fresh  cause  for  nervousness 
and  excitement.  The  servant  who  had  been  out  brought  dis- 
agreeable enough  tidings.  The  small  police  force  of  the  town 
had  its  hands  full  in  attending  to  its  business  of  keeping  order. 

"If  we  had  had  time  to  send  to  Manchester  for  some 
assistance,"  said  Mr.  Ffrench. 

"  That  would  have  been  reason  enough  for  being  attacked," 
said  Rachel.  ''  It  would  have  shown  them  that  we  felt  we 
needed  protection." 

*•  We  may  need  it,  before  all  is  quiet  again,"  retorted  her 
father. 

"  We  may,"  she  answered,  "or  we  may  not." 

By  night  several  arrests  had  been  made,  and  there  was  a 
good  deal  of  disorder  in  the  town.  A  goodly  quantity  of  beer 
had  been  drunk  and  there  had  been  a  friendly  fight  or  so 
among  the  strikers  themselves. 

Rachel  left  her  father  in  the  drawing-room  and  weot  up 
stairs  to  prepare  for  dinner.  When  she  returned  an  hour 
afterward  he  turned  to  her  with  an  impatient  start. 

"Why  did  you  dress  yourself  in  that  manner?"  he  ex- 
claimed.    "  You  said  yourself  our  guests  would  not  come." 

"  It  occurred  to  me,"  she  answered,  "that  we  might  have 
visitorj  after  all." 

But  it  was  as  she  had  prophesied, — the  guests  they  had  ex- 
pected did  not  come.  They  were  discreet  and  well-regulated 
elderly  people  who  had  lived  long  in  the  manufacturing  dis- 
tricts, and  had  passed  through  little  unpleasantnesses  before. 
They  knew  that  under  existing  circumstances  it   would   be 
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wiser  to  remain  at  home  than  to  run  the  risk  of  exposing 
themselves  to  spasmodic  criticism  and  its  results. 

But  they  had  visitors. 

The  dinner  hour  passed  and  they  were  still  alone.  Even 
Murdoch  had  not  come.  A  dead  silence  reigned  in  the  room 
Ffrench  was  trying  to  read  and  not  succeeding  very  well 
Miss  Ffrench  stood  by  the  window  looking  out.  It  was  a 
clear  night  and  the  moon  was  at  full ;  it  was  easy  to  see  far 
up  the  road  upon  whose  whiteness  the  treess  cast  black 
shadows.  She  was  looking  up  this  road  toward  the  town. 
She  had  been  watching  it  steadily  for  some  time.  Once  her 
father  had  turned  to  her  restlessly,  saying  : 

'■'  Why  do  you  stand  there?  You— you  might  be  expecting 
something  to  happen" 

She  did  not  make  any  reply  and  still  retained  her  position 
But  about  half  an  hour  afterward,  she  turned  suddenly  and 
spoke  in  a  low,  clear  tone. 

"  If  you  are  afraid,  you  had  better  go  away,"  she  said. 
"  They  are  coming." 

It  was  evident  that  at  least  she  felt  no  alarm,  though  there 
was  a  thrill  of  excitement  in  her  voice.  Mr.  Ffrench  sprang 
up  from  his  seat. 

"  They  are  coming  !  "  he  echoed.  "  Good  God  !  What  do 
you  mean  ?  " 

It  was  not  necessary  that  she  should  enter  into  an  explana- 
tion.  A  clamor  of  voices  in  the  road  told  its  own  story.  There 
were  shouts  and  riotous  cries  which,  in  a  moment  more,  were 
no  longer  outside  the  gates  but  within  them.  An  uproarious 
crowd  of  men  and  boys  poured  into  the  garden,  trampling  the 
lawn  and  flower-beds  beneath  their  feet  as  they  rushed  and 
stumbled  over  them. 

I'  Wheer  is  he  ?"  they  shouted.  "  Bring  the  chap  out'  an' 
let  s  tak'  a  look  at  him.     Bring  him  out  !  " 

Ffrench  moved  towards  the  door  of  the  room,  and  then, 
checked  by  some  recollection,  turned  back  again. 
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"Good  Heavens!"  he  said  "they  are  at  their  worst,  and 
here  we  are  utterly  alone.  Why  did  Haworth  go  away? 
Why " 

His  daughter  interrupted  him. 

"  There  is  no  use  in  your  staying,"  she  said.  "  It  will  do  no 
good.  You  may  go  if  you  like.  There  is  a  back  way.  None 
of  them  are  near  it." 

"  I — I  can't  leave  you  here,"  he  stammered.  "  Haworth 
was  mad !     Why,  in  Heaven's  name " 

"  There  no  use  asking  why  again,"  she  replied.  "  I  cannot 
tell  you.     I  think  you  had  better  go." 

Her  icy  coldness  would  have  been  a  pretty  hard  thing  to 
bear  if  he  had  been  less  terror  stricken ;  but  he  saw  that  the 
hand  with  which  she  held  the  window-curtain  was  shaking. 

He  did  not  know,  however,  that  it  was  not  shaking  with  fear, 
but  with  the  power  of  the  excitement  which  stirred  her. 

It  is  scarcely  possible  that  he  would  have  left  her,  notwith- 
standing his  panic,  though,  for  a  second,  it  nearly  seemed  that 
he  had  so  far  lost  self-control  as  to  be  wavering ;  but  as  he 
stood,  pale  and  breathless,  there  arose  a  fresh  yell. 

"  Wheer  is  he  ?  Bring  him  out !  Murdoch,  th'  'Merican 
chap  !     We're  come  to  see  him  !  " 

"  What's  that  ?  "  he  asked.     '*  Who  is  it  they  want  ?  " 

"  Murdoch  !  Murdoch  ! "  was  shouted  again.  "  Let's  ha' 
a  word  wi'  Murdoch  !     We  lads  ha'  summat  to  say  to  him  !  " 

"  It  is  not  I  they  want,"  he  said.  "  It  is  Murdoch.  It  is 
not  I  at  all  !  " 

She  dashed  the  window-curtain  aside  and  turned  on  him. 
He  was  stunned  by  the  mere  sight  of  her  face.  Every  drop  of 
blood  seemed  driven  from  it. 

"  You  are  a  coward  !  "  she  cried,  panting.  "  A  coward  ! 
It  is  a  relief  to  you  !  " 

He  stood  staring  at  her. 

"  A — a  relief !  "  he  stammered.  "  I — don't  understand  you. 
What  is  the  matter." 
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She  had  recovered  herself  almost  before  he  had  begun  to 

speak.     It  was  over  in  a  second.     He  had  not  had  time  to 

realize  the  situation  before  she  was  moving  toward  the  window. 

"  They  shall  see  me,''  she  said.     "  Let  us  see  what  they  will 

have  to  say  to  meP 

He  would  have  stopped  her,  but  she  did  not  pay  the  slightest 
attention  to  his  exclamation.  The  window  was  a  French  one, 
opening  upon  a  terrace.  She  flung  it  backward,  and  stepped 
out  and  stood  before  the  rioters. 

For  a  second  there  was  not  a  sound. 

Tiiey  had  expected  to  see  a  man, — perhaps  Ffrench,  perhaps 
Murdoch,  perhaps  even  a  representative  of  the  small  police 
force,  looking  as  if  he  felt  himself  one  too  many  in  the  gather- 
ing, or  not  quite  enough, — and  here  was  simply  a  tall  young 
woman  in  a  dazzling  dress  of  some  rich  white  stuff,  and  with 
something  sparkling  upon  her  hands  and  arms  and  in  her 
high-dressed  blonde  hair. 

The  moonlight  struck  full  upon  her,  and  she  stood  in  it 
serene  and  bore  unmoved  the  stupid  stare  of  all  their  eyes.  It 
was  she  who  spoke  first,  and  then  they  knew  her,  and  the  spell 
which  held  them  dumb  v.as  broken. 

'*  What  do  you  want  ?  "  she  demanded.  "  I  should  like  to 
hear." 

Then  they  began  to  shout  again. 

"  We  want  Murdoch  !  "  they  said.  "  We  ha'  summat  to  say 
to  him." 

"  He  is  not  here,"  she  said.     "  He  has  not  been  here." 

"  That's  a  lee,"  remarked  a  gentleman  on  the  outskirts  of 
the  crowd.     "  A  dom'd  un." 

She  made  no  answer,  and,  singularly  enough,  nobody  laughed. 

"  Why  do  you  want  him  ?  "  she  said  next. 

"We  want  to  hear  about  that  -contrapshun  o'  his  as  is  goin' 

to  mak'  th'  mesters  indypendent.     He  knows  what  we  want 

him  fur.     We've  just  been  to  his  house  and  brokken  th'  winders. 

He's  gettin'  wind  on  us  cummin',  an'   he   made  off  wi'  t's 
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machine.     He'll  be  here  afore  long  if  he  is  na  here  now,  an' 

we're  bound  to  see  him." 
"  He'll  be  up  to  see  thee,"  put  in  the  gentleman  on  the 

outskirts,  "  an'  I  dunnot  blame  him.     I'm  glad  I  <  >  en  mysen. 

Tha's  worth  th'  trip— an'  I'm  a  Dillup  chap,  moind  yo'." 
She  stood  quite  still  as  before  and  let  them  look  at  her,  to 

see  what  effect  the  words  had  produced.     It  seemed  as  if  they 

had  produced  none. 
"  If  you  have  come  to  see  him,"  she  said  after  a  few  seconds, 

"  you  may  go  away  again.     He  is  not  here,     I  know  where  he 

is,  and  you  cannot  reach  him.     If  there  has  not  been  some 

blunder,  he  is  far  enough  away." 

She  told  the  lie  without  flinching  in  the  least,  and  with  a 
clever  coldness  which  led  her  to  think  in  a  flash  beforehand 
even  of  the  clause  which  would  save  her  dignity  if  he  should 
chance  to  come  in  the  midst  of  her  words. 

"  If  you  want  to  break  windows,"  she  went  on,  "  break 
them  here.  They  can  be  replaced  afterwards,  and  there  is  no 
one  here  to  interfere  with  you.  If  you  woul^like  to  vent  your 
anger  upon  a  woman,  vent  it  upon  me.  I  am  not  afraid  of 
you.     Look  at  me  !  " 

She  took  half  a  step  forward  and  presented  herself  to  them 
motionless.  Not  a  fellow  among  them  but  felt  that  she  would 
not  have  stirred  if  they  had  rushed  upon  her  bodily.  The 
effect  of  her  supreme  beauty  and  the  cold  defiance  which  had 
in  it  a  touch  of  delicate  insolence,  was  indescribable.  This 
was  not  in  accordance  with  their  ideas  of  women  of  her  class ; 
they  were  used  to  seeing  them  discreetly  keeping  themselves 
in  the  shade  in  the  time  of  disorder.  Here  was  one—"  one  o' 
the  nobs,"  as  they  said— who  flung  their  threats  to  the  wind 
and  scorned  them. 

What  they  would  have  done  when  they  recovered  themselves 
is  uncertain.  The  scale  might  have  turned  either  way ;  but, 
just  in  the  intervening  moment  which  would  have  decided  it,' 
there  arose  a  tumult  in  their  midst.     A  man  pushed  his  way 
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with  mad  haste  through  the  crowd  and  sprang  upon  the  terrace 
at  her  side,  amid  yells  and  hoots  from  those  who  had  guessed 
who  he  was. 

An  instant  later  they  all  knew  him,  though  his  dress  was 
disordered,  his  head  was  bare,  and  his  whole  face  and  figure 
seemed  altered  by  his  excitement. 

"  Dom  him  !  "  they  yelled.     "  Theer  he  is  by !  » 

'*  I  towd  thee  he'd  coom,"  shouted  the  cynic.  "  He  did  na 
get  th'  tellygraph,  tha  sees." 

He  turned  on  them,  panting  and  white  with  rage. 

"You  devils!"  he  cried.  "You  are  here  too!  Haven't 
you  done  enough  ?  Isn't  bullying  and  frightening  two  women 
enough  for  you,  that  you  must  come  here  ?  " 

"  That's  reet,"  commended  the  cynic.  "  Stond  up  fur  th' 
young  woman,  Murdoch.  I'd  do  it  mysen  i'  I  wur  o'  that 
soide.     Alius  stond  up  fur  th'  sect ! " 

Murdoch  spoke  to  Rachel  Ffrench. 

"  You  must  go  in,"  he  said.  "  There  is  no  knowing  what 
they  will  do." 

"  I  shall  stay  here,"  she  answered. 

She  made  an  impatient  gesture.  She  was  shuddering  from 
head  to  food. 

"Don't  look  at  or  speak  to  me,"  she  said.  "You— vou 
make  me  a  coward." 

"They  will  stand  at  nothing,"  he  protested. 

"  I  will  not  turn  my  back  upon  them,"  she  said  "  Let 
them  do  their  worst." 

He  turned  to  the  crowd  again.  Her  life  itself  was  in  danger 
himself  ^"^"^  ^^  ''''"^'^  "°^  ""'''^^  ^'^'-     ^^  ''^'  shuddering 

"  Who  is  your  leader  ?  "  he  said  to  the  men.  "  I  suppose 
you  have  one."  ^^ 

The  man  known  as  Foxy  Gibbs  responded  to  their  cries  of 
Ills  name  by  pushing  his  way  to  the  front.     He  was  a  big 
resolute,  Jiulkmg  scaj^jp  who  had  never  been  known  to  do  an 
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honest  day's  work,  and  who  was  yet  ahvays  in  funds  and  at 
liberty  to  make  incendiary  speeches  where  beer  and  tobacco 
were  plentiful, 

"  What  do  you  want  of  me  ?"  demanded  Murdoch.     "  Speak 
out." 

The  fellow  was  ready  enough  with  his  words,  and  forcible  cOO. 
"  We've  heard  tell  o'  summat  goin'  on  we're  not  goin'  to 
stond,"  he  said.  "We've  heerd  tell  o'  a  chap  'at's  contrivin' 
summat  to  do  away  wi'  them  as  does  th'  work  now  an'  mak's 
theer  bread  by  it.  We've  heerd  as  th'  mesters  is  proidin' 
theersens  on  it  an'  laughin'  in  theer  sleeves.  We've  heerd  tell 
as  theer's  a  chap  makkin'  what'Il  eend  i'  mischief— an'  yo're 
th'  chap." 

"  Who  told  you  ?  " 

"  Nivver  moind  who.  A  foo'  let  it  out,  an'  we  wur  na  in 
th'  humor  to  let  it  pass.  We're  goin'  to  sift  th'  thing  to  th' 
bottom.  Yo're  th'  chap  as  was  nam't.  What  ha'  yo'  getten 
to  say  ?  " 

*•  Just  one  thing,"  he  answered.  "  It's  a  lie  from  first  to 
last — an  accursed  lie  !  " 

"  Lee  or  not,  we're  goin'  to  smash  th'  thing  whatever  it  is. 
We're  noan  particular  about  th'  lee.  We'll  mak'  th'  thing  safe 
first,  an'  then  settle  about  th'  lee  ! " 

Murdoch  thrust  his  hands  into  his  pocket  and  eyed  them 
with  his  first  approach  to  his  usual  sang-froid. 

"  It's  where  you  wont  find  it,"  he  said.  "  I've  made  sure 
of  that." 

It  was  a  mad  speech  to  have  made,  but  he  had  lost  self- 
control  and  balance.  He  was  too  terribly  conscious  of  Rachel 
Ffrench's  perilous  nearness  to  be  in  the  mood  to  weigh  his 
words.  He  saw  his  mistake  in  a  second.  There  was  a  shout 
and  a  surging  movement  of  the  mob  toward  him,  and  Rachel 
Ffrenchj  with  an  indescr'ba.ble  swiftness*  had  thrown  herself 
before  him  and  was  struck  by  a  stone  which  came  whizzing 
through  the  air. 
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She  staggered  under  the  stroke  but  stood  upright  in  a 
breath's  time. 

"  My  God  ! "  Murdoch  cried  out.  "  They  have  struck  you  ! 
They  have  struck  you  !  " 

He  was  half  mad  with  his  anguish  and  horror.  The  sight 
of  the  little  stream  of  blood  which  trickled  from  her  temples 
made  him  sick  with  rage. 

"You  devils!"  he  raved,  "do  you  see  what  you  have 
done?" 

But  the  play  was  over.  Before  he  had  finished  his  outcry 
there  was  a  shout  of  "  th'  coppers !  th'  coppers  ! "  and  a  rush 
and  skurry  and  tumble  of  undignified  retreat.  The  police  force 
with  a  band  of  anti-strikers  behind  them  had  appeared  upon 
the  scene  in  the  full  glory  of  the  uniform  of  the  corporation, 
and  such  was  the  result  of  habit  and  the  majesty  of  the  law 
that  those  who  were  not  taken  into  custody  incontinently  took 
to  their  heals  and  scattered  in  every  direction,  uttering  curses 
loud  and  deep,  since  they  were  not  yet  prepared  to  resist  an 
attack  more  formally. 

In  half  an  hour  the  trampled  grass  and  flower-beds  and 
broken  shrubs  were  the  only  signs  of  the  tumult.  Mr.  Ffrench 
was  walking  up  and  down  the  dreary  room  in  as  nervous  a  con- 
dition as  ever. 

"  Good  heavens,  Rachel ! "  he  said.  "  You  must  have  been 
mad — mad." 

She  had  persistently  refused  to  lie  down  and  sat  in  an  easy- 
chair,  looking  rather  colorless  and  languid.  When  they  were 
left  alone,  Murdoch  came  and  stood  near  her.  He  was  paler 
than  she,  and  haggard  and  worn.  Before  she  knew  what  he 
was  about  to  do  he  fell  upon  his  knees,  and  covered  her  hands 
with  kisses. 

"  If  any  harm  had  come  to  you,"  he  cried — "  if  any  harm 

had  come  to  you " 

She  tried  to  drag  her  hands  away  with  an  angry  face,  but  he 
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clung  to  them.  And  then  quite  suddenly  all  her  resistat:ce 
ceased  and  her  eyes  fixed  themselves  upon  him  as  if  with  a 
kind  of  dread. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

"I    AM    NOT    RFADY    FOR    IT   YET." 

In  expectation  of  something  very  serious  happening,  the  con- 
stabulary re-inforced  itself  the  day  following  and  assumed  a 
more  imposing  aspect  and  was  prepared  to  be  very  severe 
indeed  upon  all  short-comings  or  symptoms  of  approaching 
disorder.  But  somewhat  to  its  private  disap])oinf:nient,  an  un- 
looked  for  quiet  prevailed — an  almost  suspicious  quiet,  indeed. 
There  were  rumors  that  a  secret  meeting  had  been  held  by  the 
strikers  the  night  before,  and  the  r.-jult  of  it  was  that  in  the 
morning  there  appeared  to  have  been  a  sudden  dispersing,  and 
only  those  remained  behind  who  were  unavoidably  detained  by 
the  rather  unfortunate  circumstance  of  their  having  before  them 
the  prospect  of  spending  a  few  weeks  in  the  comparative  retire- 
ment of  the  county  jail.  These  gentlemen  peremptorily  refused 
to  give  any  definite  explanation  of  their  eccentricities  of  con- 
duct of  the  night  before  and  were  altogether  very  unsatisfac- 
tory indeed,  one  of  them  even  going  so  far,  under  the  influence 
of  temporary  excitement,  as  to  be  guilty  of  the  indiscretion  of 
announcing  his  intention  of  "  doin'  fur"  one  or  two  enemies 
of  his  cause  when  his  term  expired,  on  account  of  which  ami- 
able statement  three  months  were  added  to  said  term  upon  the 
spot. 

It  was  Janey  Briarley  who  had  given  Murdoch  his  warning 
upon  the  night  of  the  riot.  Just  before  he  had  left  the  Works 
she  had  come  '"n^o  fhe  yard,  saying  she  had  a  message  for 
Haworth,  and  on  hftmg  told  that  he  was  away,  had  asked  for 
Murdoch. 

"  He'll  do  if  I  canna  see  th'  mester,"  she  remarked. 
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But  when  she  reached  Murdoch's  room  she  stopped  acrosi 
the  threshold  and  shut  the  door  cautiously. 

"  Con  anybody  hoar  ?  "  she  demanded,  with  an  uneasy  glance 
round. 

"  No,"  he  answered. 

"  Then  cut  thy  stick  as  fast  as  tha  can  an'  get  thee  whoam 
an'  hoid  away  that  thing  tha'rt  m  ikkm.  Th'  stroikcrs  is  after 
it.  Nivver  moind  how  I  fun'  out.  Cut  an'  run.  I  axt  fur 
Haworth  to  throw  'em  off  th'  scent.  I  knowed  he  wur  na  here. 
Haste  thee  !  " 

Her  manifest  alarm  convinced  him  that  the  was  founda- 
tion enough  for  her  errand,  and  that  she  had  run  ^me  n  >k  in 
venturing  it. 

*'  Thank  you,"  he  said.  "  You  may  have  saved  m.  a  great 
deal.  Let  us  go  out  quietly  as  if  nothing  was  in  Hand.  Come 
along." 

And  so  they  went,  he  talking  aloud  as  t  ley  pat  ed  through 
the  gates,  and  as  it  was  already  dusk  he  was  out  on  the  irox- 
ton  road  in  less  than  hal:  an  hour,  and  when  he  retis  ned  the 
mob  had  been  to  his  mother's  house  and  broken  a  f.       smdows 

in  their  rage  at  his  havin,^;  escaped  them,  and  hai 

shouting  that  they  would  ^  o  to  Ffrench's. 

"  He'll  be  fun  theer,"  si  me  one  said— possibly  V 

"Th'  young  woman  is  a  swcatheart  o'  his  an'  yo'll  be 

hear  o'  th'  cat  wheer  th'  cream  stonds." 

His  mother  met  him  on  the  threshold  with  the  new 

outbreak  and  the  direction    t  had  taken.     A  few  brief  sen- 
tences told  him  all,  and  at  the  end  of  them  he  left  the      >use 

at  Once. 

"  I  am  going  there  to  show  nyself  to  them,"  he  said,  "'i  ney 
will  not  return  here.  You  art  safe  enough  now.  The  worst  is 
over  here,  but  there  is  no  knf  wing  what  they  may  do  there 
when  they  find  themselves  baft  ed." 

It  was  after  midnight  when  .  e  came  back,  and  then  it  was 
Christian  who  opened  the  door  for  him. 
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^  He  came  into  the  little  dark  passage  with  a  slow,  unste;  dy 
step.     For  a  second  he  did  not  seem  to  see  her  at  all.     His 
face  was  white,  his  eyes  were  shining  and  his  brow  was  slightly 
knit  in  lines  which  might  have  meant  intense  pain. 
"  Are  you  hurt  ?  "  she  asked. 

It  was  as  if  her  voice  wakened  him  from  a  trance.     He 
looked  at  her  for  the  first  time. 

"  Hurt !  "  he  echoed.     "  No— not  hurt." 
He  went  into  the  sitting-room  and  she  followed  him.     The 
narrow  horse-hair  sofa  upon  which  his  father  had  lain  so  often 
stood  in  its  old  place.     He  threw  himself  full  length  upon  it 
and  lay  looking  straight  before  him. 

"  Are  you — are  you  sure  you  are  not  hurt  ?  "  she  faltered. 
He  echoed  her  words  again. 

"  Am  I  sure  I  am  not  hurt  ?  "  he  repeated  dreamily.  "  Yes, 
I  am  sure  of  it." 

And  then  he  turned  slightly  toward  her  and  she  saw  that 
the  look  his  face  wore  was  not  one  of  pain,  but  of  strange 
rapture. 

"I  am  not  hurt,"  he  said  quite  slowly.  "I  am  madly 
happy." 

Then  she  understood.  She  was  as  ignorant  of  many  things 
as  she  was  bitterly  wise  in  others,  but  she  had  not  been  blind 
and  she  understood  quite  clearly.  She  sat  down  upon  a  low 
seat,  from  which  she  could  see  him,  her  hands  clasped  on  her 
knee. 

"  I  knew,"  she  said  at  last,  "  that  it  would  come  some  day — 
I  knew  that  it  would." 

"  Did  you  ?  "  he  answered  in  the  same  dreamy  way.  "  I  did 
not.  I  did  not  even  hope  for  it.  I  do  not  comprehend  it  even 
now." 

"  I  do,"  she  returned,  "  quite  well." 
He  scarcely  seemed  to  hear  her. 
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I  hoped  for  nothing,"  he  said.     "  And  now — I  am  madly 
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There  was  nothing  more  for  her  to  say.  She  had  a  fancy 
that  perhaps  in  the  morning  he  would  have  forgotten  that  he 
had  spoken.  It  seemed  as  if  even  yet  he  was  hardly  conscious 
of  her  presence.  But  before  she  went  away  she  asked  him  a 
question. 

"  Where  did  you  put  the  model  ?  " 

He  gave  a  feverish  start. 

"  Where  ?  "  And  then  falling  back  into  his  previous  man- 
ner— "  I  took  it  to  the  chapel  yard.  I  knew  they  would  not 
go  there.  There  was  space  enough  behind  the — the  head- 
stone and  the  old  wall  for  it  to  stand,  and  the  grass  grew  long 
and  thick.     I  left  it  there." 

"  It  was  a  safe  place,"  she  answered.  "  When  shall  you 
bring  it  back  ?  " 

He  sighed  impatiently. 

"  Not  yet,"  he  said.  "  Not  just  yet.  Let  it  stay  there  a 
while.     I  am  not — ready  for  it.     Let  it  stay." 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 


SETTLING   AN    ACCOUNT. 


It  was  not  until  the  week  following  that  Haworth  returned, 
and  then  he  came  without  having  given  any  previous  warning 
of  his  intention.  Ffrench,  sitting  in  his  office  in  a  rather  de- 
jected mood  one  morning,  was  startled  by  his  entering  with 
even  less  than  his  usual  small  ceremony. 

"  My  dear  Haworth,"  he  exclaimed.     "  Is  it  possible  !  " 
His  first  intention  had  been  to   hold  out  his  hand,  but  he 
did  not  do  so.     In  fart  he  sat  down  again  a  little  suddenly 
and    uneasily.       Haworth    sat    down  too,    confronting   him 
squarely. 

"  What  have  you  been  up  to  ?  "  he  demanded.     "  What  is 
this  row  about  ?  " 
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"About  !"  echoed  Ffrench.  "It's  the  most  extraordinary 
combination  of  nonsense  and  misunderstanding  I  ever  heard 
of  in  my  life.  How  it  arose  there  is  no  knowing.  The  fellows 
are  mad  ! " 

"  Aye,"  angrily,  "  mad  enow,  but  you  can't  stop  'em  now 
they've  got  agate.  It's  a  devilish  lookout  for  us.  I've  heard 
it  all  over  the  country  and  the  more  you  say  agen  it  the  worse 
it  is.  They're  set  on  it  all  through  Lancashire  that  there's  a 
plot  agen  'em  and  they're  fur  fettlin'  it  their  own  fashion." 

"  You — you  don't  think  it  will  be  worse  for  us  ?  "  his  partner 
suggested  weakly.  "It  struck  me  that — in  the  end — it 
mightn't  be  a  bad  thing — that  it  would  change  the  direction  of 
their  mood." 

"  Wait  until  the  end  comes.  It's  not  here  yet.  Tell  me 
how  it  happened." 

Upon  the  whole,  Mr.  Ffrench  made  a  good  story  of  it.  He 
depicted  the  anxieties  and  dangers  of  the  occasion  very  graphi- 
cally. He  had  lost  a  good  deal  of  his  enthusiasm  on  the  sub- 
ject of  the  uncultivated  virtues  and  sturdy  determination  of 
the  manufacturing  laboring  classes,  and  he  was  always  fluent 
as  has  been  before  mentioned.  He  was  very  fluent  now,  and 
equally  so  in  describing  the  incident  of  his  daughter's  present- 
ing herself  to  the  mob  and  the  result  of  her  daring. 

"  She  might  have  lost  her  life,"  he  said  at  one  point.  *'  It 
was  an  insane  thing  to  have  done — an  insane  thing.  She  sur- 
prised them  at  first,  but  she  could  not  hold  them  in  check  after 
Murdoch  came.  She  will  bear  the  mark  of  the  stone  for  many 
a  day." 

" They  threw  a  stone,  blast  'em,  did  they?"  said  Haworth, 
setting  his  teeth. 

"  Yes— but  not  at  her.  Perhaps  they  would  hardly  have 
dared  that  after  all.     It  was  thrown  at  Murdoch." 

"  And  he  stepped  out  of  the  way  ?" 

"  Oh,  no.    He  did  not  see  the  man  raise  his  arm,  but  she  did, 
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and  was  too  much  alarmed  to  reflect,  1  suppose- 
threw  herself  before  him," 

He   moved   back  disturbedly  the  next    instant.      Haworth 
burst  forth  with  a  string  of  oaths.     The  veins  stood  out  like 
cords  on  his  forehead ;  he  ground  his  teeth.     When  the  out- 
break was  over  he  asked  an  embarrassing  question. 
"Where  were  you  ?" 

"  I  ?" — with  some  uncertainly  of  tone.  "  I — had  not  gone 
out.  I — I  did  not  wish  to  infuriate  them.  It  seemed  to  me 
that — that — that  a  great  deal  depended  upon  their  not  being 
infuriated. 

"  Aye,"  said  Haworth,  "  a  good  deal." 

He  asked  a  good  many  questions  Ffrench  did  not  quite 
understand.  He  seemed  in  a  questioning  humor  and  went 
over  the  ground  step  by  step.  He  asked  what  the  mob  had 
said  and  done  and  even  how  they  had  looked. 

"  It's  a  bad  lookout  for  Murdoch,"  he  said.  "  They'll  have 
a  spite  again'  him.  They're  lyin'  quiet  a  bit  now,  because  it's 
safest,  but  they'll  carry  their  spite." 

At  Ffrench's  invitation  he  went  up  to  the  house  with  him  to 
dinner.  As  they  passed  into  the  grounds,  Murdoch  passed 
out.  He  was  walking  quickly  and  scarcely  seemed  to  see  them 
until  Ffrench  spoke. 

**  It's  a  queer  time  of  day  for  him  to  be  here,"  said  Haworth, 
when  he  was  gone. 

Ffrench's  reply  held  a  touch  of  embarrassment. 
"  He  is  not  usually  here  so  early,"  he  sa'-i.     "  He  has  prob- 
ably been  doing  some  little  errand  for  Rachel." 

The  truth  was  that  he  had  been  with  her  for  an  hour,  and 
that,  on  seeing  Haworth  coming  down  the  road  wit!  her  father, 
she  had  sent  him  away. 

'*  I  want  to  be  alone  when  he  comes,"  she  had  said. 
And  when  Murdoch  had  said  "Why?"  she  had  answered, 
*'  Because  it  will  be  easier." 
When  they  came  in  she  was  sitting  with  the  right  side  of  her 
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face  toward  them.     They  could  see  nothing  of  the  mark  upon 
her  left  temple.     It  was  not  a  large  mark  and  not  a  disfiguring 
one,  but  there  were  traces  of  its  presence  in  her  pallor.     She 
did  not  rise,  and  would  have  kept  this  side  of  her  face  out  of 
view,  but  Haworth  came  and  took  his  seat  before  her.     It 
would  not  have  been  easy  for  her  to  move  or  change  her  posi- 
tion—and he  looked  directly  at  the  significant  little  bruise. 
His  glance  turned  upon  it  again  and  again  as  he  talked  to  her 
or  her  father ;  if  it  wandered  off  it  came  back  and  rested  there. 
During  dinner  she  felt  that,  place  herself  as  she  would,  in  a 
few  seconds  she  would  be  conscious  again  that  he  had  baffled 
her.     For  the  first  time  in  his  experience,  it  was  he  who  had 
the  advantage. 

But  when  they  returned  to  the  parlor  she  held  herself  in 
check.  She  placed  herself  opposite  to  him  and  turni  J  her 
face  toward  him,  and  let  him  look  without  flinching.  It  was  as 
if  suddenly  she  wished  that  he  should  see,  and  had  a  secret 
defiant  reason  for  the  wish.  It  seemed  a  long  evening,  but 
she  did  not  lose  an  inch  of  ground  after  this.  \Vhen  he  was 
going  away  she  rose  and  stood  before  him.  Her  father  had 
gone  to  the  other  end  of  the  room,  and  was  fussing  unneces- 
sarily over  some  memoranda.  As  they  waited  together, 
Haworth  took  his  last  look  at  the  mark  upon  her  temple. 

"  If  it  had  been  me  you  wore  it  for,"  he  said,  "  I'd  have  had 
my  hands  on  the  throat  of  the  chap  that  did  it  before  now.  It, 
wasn't  me,  but  I'll  find  him  and  pay  him  for  it  yet,  bv  George  ! ' 
She  had  no  time  to  answer  him.  Her  father  came  toward 
them  with  the  papers  in  his  hands.  Haworth  listened  to  his 
wordy  explanation  without  moving  a  line  of  his  face.  He  did 
not  hear  it,  and  Ffrench  was  dimly  aware  of  the  fact. 

About  half  an  hour  after,  the  door  of  the  bar-parlor  of  the 
"  Who'd  ha'  I'howt  it  "  was  flung  open. 

"Where's  Briarley?"  a  voice  demanded.  "Send  him  out 
here.     I  want  him— Haworth." 
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Mr.  Briarley  arose  in  even  more  than  his  usual  trepidation. 
He  looked  from  side  to  side,  quaking. 

**  Wheer  is  he?"  he  asked. 

Haworth  stood  on  the  threshold. 

"  Here,"  he  answered.     "Come  out!" 

Mr.  Briarley  obeyed.  At  the  door  Haworth  collared  him 
and  led  him  down  the  sanded  passage  and  into  the  road  out- 
side. 

A  few  yards  from  the  house  there  was  a  pump.  He  piloted 
him  to  it  and  set  him  against  it,  and  began  to  swear  at  him 

fluently. 
"You  blasted  scoundrel !"  he  said.     "You  let  it  out,  did 

you?" 

Mr.  Briarley  was  covered  with  confusion  as  with  a  garment. 

"  I'm  a  misforchnit  chap  as  is  alius  i'  trouble,"  he  said. 
"  Theer's  summat  i'  ivvery  thin'  I  lay  hond  on  as  seems  to  go 
agen  me.  I  dunnot  see  how  it  is.  Happen  theer's  summat 
i'  me  a-bein'  a  dom'd  foo',  or  happen  it's  nowt  but  misforchin. 
Sararann " 

Haworth  stopped  him  by  swearing  again,  some^'  ng  more 
sulphuriously  than  before, — so  sulphuriously,  indeed,  that  Mr. 
Briarley  listened  with  eyes  distended  and  mouth  agape. 

"  Let's  hear  what  you  know  about  th'  thing,"  Haworth 
ended. 

Mr.  Briarley  shut  his  mouth.  He  would  have  kept  it  shut 
if  he  had  dared. 

"  I  dunnot  know  nowt,"  he  answered,  with  patient  mendacity. 
"  I  wur  na  wi'  'em." 

"You  know  plenty,"  said  Haworth.  "Out  with  it,  if  you 
don't  want  to  get  yourself  into  trouble.  Who  was  the  chap 
that  threw  the  stone  ?  " 

"  I — I  dunnot  know." 

"  If  you  don't  tell  me,"  said  Haworth,  through  his  clenched 
teeth,  "  it'll  be  worse  for  you.     It  was  you  I  let  the  truth  slip 
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to;  you  were  the  first  chap  that  heard  it,  and  you  were  the  first 
chap  that  started  the  row  and  egged  it  on." 

"I  did  na  egg  it  on,"  protested  Mr.  Rriarley.     "It  did  na 
need  no  eggin'  on.^    They  pounced  on  it  loike  cats  on  a  bird 
I  did  na  mean  to  tell  'em  owt  about  it.     I'm  a  dom'd  foo' 
1  m  th  dom'dest  foo'  fro  here  to  Dillup." 

"  Aye,"  said  Haworth,  sardonically,  "  that's  like  enow.    Who 
was  the  chap  that  threw  the  stone  ?  " 

He  returned  to  the  charge  so  sw^iftly  and  with  such  fell  de- 
termmation  that  Mr.  Briarley  began  fairly  to  whimper 

"  I  dare  na  tell,"  he  said.     "  They'd  mak'  quick  work  o'  me 
If  they  fun  me  out." 

"Who  was  it?"  persisted  Haworth.    "They'll  make  quicker 
work  of  you  at  the  '  Old  Bailey,'  if  you  don't." 

Mr.  Briarley  turned  his  disreputable,  baitered  cap  round 

Hawo'^rth     '"  ^"  "'''°"'  ^^"'^'"     ^'  ""''  "'''"'">'  ^^'^'^  «^ 

"A  man's  getten  to  think  o'  his  family,"  he  argued  « If  he 
dunnot  thmk  o'  hissen.  he  mun  think  o'  his  family.  I've  getten  a 
mortal  big  un-twelve  on  'em  an'  Sararann,  as  ud  be  left  on 
th^  world  If  owt  wur  to  happen-twelve  on  'em  as  ud  be  left 
wi  out  no  one  to  stand  by  'em  an'  pervide  fur  'em  Theer's 
nowt  a  fam'ly  misses  so  mich  as  th'  head.  The  head  should 
na  run  no  risks.  It's  th'  head's  duty  to  tak  care  o'  hissen  an' 
keep  o' th' safe  soide." 

"  Who  threw  the  stone?  "  said  Haworth. 

Mr.  Briarley  gave  him   one  cowed  glance  and  broke  down 
It  wur  Tummas  Reddy,"  he  burst  forth  helplessly      «  Lord 
ha'  mercy  on  me  !  " 

"  Where  is  he  ?  " 

"  ^e's  i'  theer,"  jerking  his  cap  toward  the  bar-room,  "  an' 

Sfl  't    TS  ""' m/  '""''  ^"'"  ''  ''  "^y  ^°^^^'     ^'-  ^^"lit  now, 
by  th  Lord  Harry  !  "  ' 

•'  Which  way  does  he  go  home  ?  " 
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"  Straight  along  the  road  here,  if  I  mun  get  up  to  my  neck 
— an' — an  be  dom'd  to  him  ! — if  I  may  tak'  th'  liberty." 

"  Settle  yourself  to  stand  here  till  he  comes  out,  and  then  tell 
me  which  is  him." 

"  Eh !  " 

"  When  he  comes  out  say  the  word,  and  stay  here  till  he 
does.     I've  got  a  bit  o'  summat  to  settle  with  hiin." 

"  Will  ta — will  ta  promise  tha  will  na  let  out  who  did  it  ? 
If  tha  does,  th'  buryin'  club'Il  ha'  brass  to  pay  out  afore  a 
week's  over." 

*'  You're  safe  enow/'  Haworth  answered,  *'  if  you'll  keep 
your  mouth  shut.     They'll  hear  nowt  from  me." 

A  gleam  of  hope — a  faint  one — illuminated  Mr.  Briarley's 
countenance. 

"  I  would  na  ha'  no  objections  to  tha  settlin'  wi'  him,"  he 
said.  "  I  ha'  not  nowt  agen  that.  He's  a  chap  as  I  am  na 
fond  on,  an'  he's  getten  more  cheek  than  belongs  to  him.  I'd 
ha'  settled  wi'  him  mysen  if  I  had  na  been  a  faml'y  man. 
Ha'in'  a  fam'ly  to  think  on  howds  a  man  back.  Theer — I  hear 
'em  comin'  now.  Would  yo',"  in  some  hurry,  "  ha'  owt  agen 
me  gettin'  behind  th'  pump  ?  " 

"  Get  behind  it,"  answered  Haworth,  "  and  be  damned  to 
you  !" 

He  got  behind  it  with  alacrity,  and,  as  it  was  not  a  large 
pump,  was  driven  by  necessity  to  narrowing  himself  to  its  com- 
pass, as  it  were,  and  taking  up  very  little  room.  Haworth 
himself  drew  back  somewhat,  and  yet  kept  within  hearing. 

Four  or  five  men  came  out  and  went  their  different  ways, 
and  Mr.  Briarley  made  no  sign ;  but  as  the  sixth,  a  powerful, 
clumsy  fellow,  passed,  he  uttered  a  cautious  *'  Theer  he  is  !" 

Haworth  did  not  stir.  It  was  a  dark,  cloudy  night,  and  he 
was  far  enough  from  the  road  to  be  safe  from  discovery.     The 

•'■^-— •*      •TV-ni.      ■Kf*.     tit      ti      i^J'.vJ  Lti  Vi  y         |-'ttV,-%-i 

Mr.  Briarley  re-appeared,  breathing  shortly. 

"  I  mun  go  whoam,"  he  said,    "  Sararann "  and  scarcely 
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waiting  for  Haworth's  signal  of  dismissal,  he  departed  as  if  he 
had  been  shot  from  a  string-bow,  and  fled  forth  into  the 
shadows. 


.  •* 


Mr.  Reddy  went  at  a  leisurely  pace,  as  has  been  before  ob- 
served. He  usually  went  at  a  leisurely  pace  when  he  was  on 
his  way  home.  He  was  "  a  bad  lot"  altogether,  and  his  home 
was  a  squalid  place,  and  his  wife  more  frequently  than  not  had 
a  black  eye  or  a  bruised  face,  and  was  haggard  with  hunger  and 
full  of  miserable  plaints  and  reproaches.  Consequently  he  did 
not  approach  the  scenes  of  his  domestic  joys  with  any  haste. 

He  was  in  a  worse  humor  than  usual  to-night  from  various 
causes,  the  chief  one,  perhaps,  being  that  he  had  only  had 
enough  ?-)irituous  liquor  to  make  him  savage  and  to  cause  him 
to  enliven  his  wuy  with  blasphemy. 

Suddenly,  however,  at  the  corner  of  a  lane  which  crossed 
the  road  he  paused.  He  heard  behind  him  the  sound  of  heavy 
feet  nearing  him  with  a  quick  tramp  which  somehow  presented 
to  his  mind  the  ide-  of  a  purpose,  and  for  some  reason,  not 
exactly  clear  to  himself,  he  turned  about  and  waited. 

"  Who's  that  theer?"  he  asked. 

"It's  me,"  he  was  answered.  "Stand  up  and  take  thy 
thrashin',  my  lad." 

The  next  instant  he  was  struggling  in  the  darkness  with  an 
assailant,  and  the  air  was  hot  with  oaths,  and  they  were  writh- 
ing together  and  panting,  and  striking  blinding  blows.  Some- 
times it  was  one  man  and  then  the  other  who  was  uppermost, 
but  at  last  it  was  Haworth,  and  he  had  his  man  in  his  grasp. 

"  This  is  because  you  hit  the  wrong  mark,  my  lad,"  he  said. 
"  Because  luck  went  agen  you,  and  because  it's  gone  agen  me." 

When  he  had  done  Mr.  Reddy  lay  beaten  into  seeming  in- 
sensibility. He  had  sworn  and  gnashed  his  teeth  and  beaten 
back  in  vain. 

"  Who  is  it,  by ?"  he  panted.     "  Who  is  it  ?" 


"  haworth's.' 


217 


"It's  Haworth,"  he  was  answered.  "Jem  Haworth,  my 
lad." 

And  he  was  left  there  lying  in  the  dark  while  Haworth  walk- 
ed away,  his  heavy  breathing  a  living  presence  in  the  air  until 
he  was  gone. 


CHAPTER  XXXVn. 


A   SUMMER    AFTERNOON. 

"  Let  it  stay  there  a  while,"  Murdoch  had  said.  "  I  am  not 
ready  for  it  yet."  And  it  staid  there  between  the  head-stone 
and  the  old  stone  wall  covered  with  the  long  grass  and  closed 
in  by  it.  He  was  not  ready  for  it — yet.  The  days  were  not 
long  enough  for  him  as  it  was.  His  mother  and  Christian 
rarely  saw  him,  but  at  such  times  as  they  did  each  recognized 
in  him  a  new  look  and  understood  it.  He  began  to  live  a 
strange,  excitable  life.  Rachel  Ffrench  did  nothing  by  halves. 
He  was  seen  with  her  constantly.  It  continually  happened 
that  where  she  was  nvited  he  was  invited  also.  He  forgot 
that  he  dreaded  to  meet  strangers  and  had  always  held  aloof 
from  crowds.  There  were  no  strangers  now  and  no  crowds ; 
in  any  gathering  there  was  only  one  presence  and  this  was 
enough  for  him.  When  people  would  have  cultivated  him  and 
drawn  him  out,  he  did  not  see  their  efforts ;  when  men  and 
women  spoke  to  him  they  found  out  that  he  scarcely  heard 
them  and  that  even  as  they  talked  he  had  unconsciously  veered 
toward  another  point.  He  did  things  sometimes  which  made 
them  stare  at  him. 

"  The  fellow  ^s  like  a  ghost,"  a  man  said  of  him  once. 

The  simile  >>  as  not  a  bad  one.  He  did  not  think  of  what 
he  might  be  winning  or  losing — for  the  time  being  mere  exis- 
tence was  all-sufficient.  At  night  he  scarcely  slept  at  all. 
Often  he  got  up  and  rambled  over  the  country  in  the  darkness, 
not  knowing  wiiere  he  was  going  or  why  he  walked.  He  went 
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through  the  routine  of  the  day  in  haste  and  impatience,  doing 
more  work  than  was  necessary  and  frequently  amazing  those 
around  him  by  losing  his  temper  and  missing  his  mark.  Ffrench 
began  to  regard  him  with  wonder.  Divers  things  were  a  source 
of  wonder  to  Ffrench,  in  these  days.  He  understood  Rachel 
less  than  ever  and  found  her  less  satisfactory.  He  could  not 
comprehend  her  motives.  He  had  become  accustomed  to 
feeling  that  she  always  had  a  motive  in  the  background  and  he 
made  the  natural  mistake  of  supposing  that  she  had  one  now. 
But  she  had  none.  She  had  suddenly  given  way  to  a  mysteri- 
ous impulse  which  overmastered  her  and  she  let  herself  go,  as 
it  were.  It  did  not  matter  to  her  that  the  time  came  when 
her  course  was  discussed  and  marveled  at ;  upon  the  whole,  she 
felt  a  secret  pleasure  in  defying  public  comment  as  usual,  and 
going  steadily  in  her  own  path. 

She  did  strange  things  too.  She  began  to  go  among  the 
people  who  knew  Murdoch  best,— visiting  the  families  of  the 
men  who  worked  under  him,  and  leading  them  on  to  speaking 
of  him  and  his  way  of  life.  It  cannot  be  said  that  the  honest 
matrons  she  honored  by  her  visits  were  very  fond  of  her  or 
exactly  rejoiced  when  she  appeared.  They  felt  terribly  out  of 
place  and  awe-stricken  when  she  sat  down  on  their  wooden 
chairs  with  her  rich  dress  lying  upon  the  pipe-claved  floors. 
Her  beauty  and  her  grandeur  stunned  them  however  much 
they  admired  both. 

«« I  tell  yo'  she's  a  lady,"  they  said.  "  She  knows  nowt  about 
poor  folk,  bless  yo',  but  she's  getten  brass  to  gie  away— an' 
she  gies  it  wi'out  makin'  a  doment.  I  mun  say  it  puts  me  out 
a  bit  to  see  her  coom  in,  but  she  does  na  go  out  wi'out  leavin' 

summat." 

She  made  no  pretense  of  bringing  sympathy  and  consolation ; 
she  merely  gave  money,  and  money  was  an  equivalent,  and 
after  all  it  was  something  of  an  event  to  have  her  carriage  stop 
before  the  gate  and  to  see  her  descend  and  enter  in  all  her 
splendor.     The  general  vague  idea  which  prevailed  was  that 
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she  meant  to  be  chari  ible  after      a  manner  of  her  order,— but 
that  was  a  mistake  i^ 

It  happened  at  last  that  one  day  her  <  rnagedre  jp  before 
ihe  house  at  whose  window  Murdoch's  .wuther  ana  Christian 
sat  at  work. 

It  was  Saturday,  and  Janey  Briarley,  in  her  "  cleanin' un" 
apparel  opened  the  door  for  her. 

"  They're  in  th'  parlor,"  she  answered  in  reply  to  her  ques- 
tion.    "  Art  tha  coom  to  see  'em  ?  " 

When  she  was  ushered  into  the  parlor  in  question   Mrs 
Murdoch  rose  with  her  work  in  her  hand ;  Christian  rose  also 
and  stood  m  the  shadow.     They  had  never  had  a  visitor  be- 
fore, and  had  not  expected  such  a  one  as  this 

They  thought  at  first  that  she  had  come  upon  some  errand 
but  she  had  not.     She  gave  no  reason  for  her  presence  other 
than  she  would  have  given  in  making  any  call  of  ceremony 

As  she  sat  on  the  narrow  sofa,  she  saw  all  the  room  and 'its 
meagerness,-its  smallness,  its  scant,  plain  furnishing:  its  us\v 
carpet  and  walls;  the  straight,  black  dress  of  the  older  woman 
the  dark  beauty  of  the  girl  who  did  not  sit  down  but  stood  be' 
hind   her   chair,  watching.     This  beauty  was  the  only  thing 
which  relieved  the  monotony  of  the  place,  but  it  was  the  most 
grating  thing  she  saw,  to  Rachel  Ffrench.     It  roused  within 
her  a  slow  anger.     She  resented  it  and  felt  that  she  would  like 
to  revenge  herself  upon  it  quietly.     She  had  merely  meant  to 
try  the  effect  of  these  people  and  their  surroundings  upon  her 
self  as  a  fine  experiment,  but  the  effect  was  a  stronger  one  than 
she  had  anticipated      When  she  went  away  Christian  accom 
panied  her  to  the  door.  '^^^^lu 

In  the  narrow  passage  Rachel  Ffrench  turned  and  looked  at 
her-giving  her  a  glance  from  head  to  foot. 

"  T  tV>i"l'  T  U ,.         ... 

■  '..w.^  X  iiavc  acc  you  oeiore,"  she  said. 
1'^  You  know  you  have  seen  me,"  the  girl  answered. 
I  have  seen  you  on  the  Continent.     Your  apartment  was 
opposite  to  ours  in  Paris-when  you  were  with  your  mother   I 
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used  to  watch  the  people  go  in  and  out.     You  are  very  like 


your 


mother. 


And  she  left  her,  not  looking  back  once, — as  if  there  was  no 
living  creature  behind,  or  as  if  she  had  forgotten  that  there  wai^ 

one. 

Christian  went  back  to  the  room  within.  She  sat  down  but 
did  not  take  up  her  work  again. 

"  Do  you  know  why  she  came  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Yes." 

"  Why  ?" 

"  She  came  to  look  at  us — to  see  what  manner  of  people  we 
^ere — to  see  how  we  lived — to  measure  the  distance  between 
our  life  and  hers.  As  she  went  away,"  she  went  on,  "  she  re- 
membered that  she  had  seen  me  before.  She  told  me  that  I 
was  very  like  my  mother." 

She  leaned  forward,  her  hands  clasped  palm  to  palm  between 
her  knees. 

"  There  was  a  man  who  did  my  mother  a  great  wrong  once," 
she  said.  "  They  had  loved  each  other  in  a  mad  sort  of  way 
for  a  long  time,  but  in  the  end,  I  suppose,  he  got  tired,  for 
suddenly  he  went  away.  When  he  was  gone,  my  mother  did 
not  speak  of  him  and  it  was  as  if  he  had  never  lived,  but  she 
grew  haggard  and  dreadful  and  lost  her  beauty.  I  was  a  little 
child  and  she  took  me  with  her  and  began  to  travel  from  one 
place  to  another.  I  did  not  know  why  at  first,  but  I  found 
out  afterward.  She  was  following  him.  She  found  him  in 
Paris,  at  last,  after  two  years.  One  foggy  night  she  took  me  to 
a  narrow  street  near  one  of  the  theaters,  and  after  we  got  there 
I  knew  she  was  waiting  for  some  one,  because  she  walked  to 
and  fro  between  two  of  the  street  lamps  dragging  me  by  the 
hand.  She  walked  so  for  half  an  hour,  and  then  the  man 
came,  not  knowing  we  were  there.  She  went  to  him,  dragging 
me  with  her,  and  when  she  stood  in  front  of  him,  threw  back 
her  veil  and  let  the  light  shine  upon  her.  She  lifted  her  hand 
and  struck  him— struck  him  full  upon  the  face,  panting  for 
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breath,  '  1  am  a  woman,'  she  said.  '  I  am  a  woman  and  I 
have  s/ruc^  you  !  Remember  it  to  your  last  hour  as  I  shall !  * 
I  thought  that  he  would  strike  her  back,  but  he  did  not.  His 
hands  fell  at  his  sides,  and  he  stood  before  her  pale  and  help- 
less. I  think  it  was  even  more  terrible  than  she  had  meant  it 
to  be " 

Mrs.  Murdoch  sto[)ped  her,  almost  angrily. 

•*  Why  do  you  go  back  to  it  ? "  she  demanded.  "  Why 
should  you  think  of  such  a  story  now?" 

**  It  came  to  me,"  she  answered.  '*  I  was  thinking  that  it 
is  true  that  I  am  like  her, — I  bear  a  grudge  such  a  long  time, 
and  it  will  not  die  out.  It  is  her  blood  whicii  is  strong  in  me. 
She  spoke  the  truth." 

Early  in  the  afternoon  Rachael  Ffrench,  sauntering  about 
the  garden  in  the  sun,  saw  Murdoch  coming  down  the  road 
toward  the  house, — not  until  he  had  first  seen  her,  however. 
His  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her  when  she  turned,  and  it  seemed 
as  if  he  found  it  impossible  to  remove  them,  even  for  a  breath's 
time.  Since  his  glance  had  first  caught  the  pale  blue  of  her 
dress  he  had  not  once  looked  away  from  it.  All  the  morning, 
in  the  midst  of  the  smoke  and  din  of  the  workrooms,  he  had 
been  thinking  of  the  hours  to  come.  The  rest  of  the  day  lay 
before  him.  The  weather  was  dazzling ;  the  heat  of  summer 
was  in  the  air;  the  garden  was  ablaze  with  flowers  whose 
brightness  seemed  never  to  have  been  there  before ;  there  was 
here  and  there  the  drone  of  a  b»  e,  and  now  and  agam  a  stir  of 
leaves.  The  day  before  had  been  of  another  color  and  so 
might  the  morrow  be,  but  to-day  left  nothing  to  be  believed  in 
except  its  own  sun  and  beauty. 

When  at  last  he  was  quite  near  her,  he  seemed  for  a  little 
while  to  see  nothing  but  the  faint  pale  blue  of  her  dress.  He 
never  forgot  it  afterward,  and  never  remembered  it  without  a 
sense  of  summer  lical  and  languor.  He  could  not  have  told 
what  he  said  to  her,  or  if  he  at  first  spoke  at  all.  Soon  she 
began  to  move  down  the  path  and  he  followed  her, — simply 
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followed  her, — stopping  when  she  stopped  to  break  a  flower 
from  its  stem. 

It  was  as  she  bent  forward  once  that  she  told  him  of  what 
she  had  done. 

"  This  morning,"  she  said,  "  I  went  to  see  your  mother." 

"  She  told  me  so,"  he  answered. 

She  broke  the  stem  of  the  flower  and  stood  upright,  holding 
it  in  her  hand. 

"  You  do  not  ask  me  why  I  went." 

"  Why  ?  "  he  asked. 

Their  eyes  met,  and  she  was  silent  for  a  little.  Then  she 
said,  with  perfect  deliberateness  : 

"  I  have  known  nothing  of  the  life  you  live.  I  wanted  to 
see  it  for  myself.     I  wanted — to  bring  it  near," 

He  drew  quite  close  to  her,  his  face  pale,  his  eyes  burning. 

"  Near  ! "  he  repeated.  "  To  bring  it  near  !  Do  you— do 
you  know  what  you  have  said  ?" 

"  To  bring  it  near,"  she  said  again,  with  no  less  deliberate- 
ness than  before,  but  with  a  strange  softness. 

Just  for  to-day,  she  had  told  herself,  she  would  try  the  sen- 
sation of  being  swept  onward  by  the  stream.  But  she  weighed 
herself  as  she  spoke,  and  weighed  him  and  his  passion,  and  her 
power  against  its  force. 

But  he  came  no  closer  to  her.  He  did  not  attempt  to  touch 
even  her  hand  or  her  dress.  His  own  hands  fell  helplessly  at 
his  sides,  and  he  stood  still  before  her. 

"  Oh  God  ! "  he  said  in  a  hushed  voice,  "  How  happy  I 
am." 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

"  GOD    BLESS    YOU  !  " 

Late  the  same  night,  Mrs.  Haworth,  who  had  been  watch    g 
for  her  son  alone  in  the  grand,  desolate  room  in  which  it  was 
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her  lot  to  sit,  rose  to  her  feet  on  hearing  him  enter  the  house. 
The  first  object  which  met  his  eye  when  he  came  in  was 
her  Httle  figure  and  her  patient  face  turned  toward  the  door. 
As  he  crossed  the  threshold,  she  took  a  few  steps  as  if  to  meet 
him,  and  then  stopped. 

'*  Jem  !  "  she  exclaimed.     "  Jem  !  " 

Her  voice  was  tremulous  and  her  eyes  bright  with  the  in- 
definable feeling  which  seized  upon  her  the  moment  she  saw 
his  face.  Her  utterance  of  his  name  was  a  cry  of  anxiousness 
and  fear. 

"  What  !  "  he  said.     *'  Are  you  here  yet  ? " 
He  came  to  her  and  laid  a  hand  upon  her  shoulder  in  a 
rough  caress. 

•'  You'd  better  go  to  bed,"  he  said  to  her.  "  It's  late  and 
I've  got  work  to  do." 

"  I  felt,"  she  answered,  "  as  if  I'd  like  to  wait  an'  see  you. 
I  knowed  I  should  sleep  better  for  it — I  always  do." 

There  was  a  moment's  pause  in  which  she  stroked  his  sleeve 
with  her  withered  hand.     Then  he  spoke. 

"  Sleep  better,"  he  said.  "  That's  a  queer  notion.  You've 
got  queer  fancies,  you  women — some  on  you." 

Then  he  stooped  and  kissed  her  awkwardly.  He  always  did 
it  with  more  or  less  awkwardness  and  lack  of  ease,  but  it  never 
failed  to  make  her  happy. 

"  Now  you've  done  it,"  he  said.  "  You'd  better  go,  old  lady, 
and  leave  me  to  finish  what  I've  got  to  do." 

"  It's  late  for  work,  Jem,"  she  answered.  "  You  oughtn't  to 
try  yourself  so  much." 

"  It  ain't  work  so  much,"  he  said,  "  as  thinking.  There's 
summat  I've  got  to  think  out." 

For  the  moment  he  seemed  quite  to  forget  her.  He  stood 
with  his  hands  thrust  into  his  pockets  and  his  feet  apart,  staring 
.at  the  carnet.  He  did  not  stir  when  she  moved  away,  and 
was  still  standing  so  when  she  turned  at  the  door  to  look  at 
him. 
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What  she  saw  brought  her  back,  hurried  and  tearful. 

"  Let  me  stay  !  "  she  cried.  '*  Let  me  stay.  There's  trouble 
in  your  face,  Jem,  for  I  see  it.  Don't  keep  it  from  me — for 
the  sake  of  what  we've  been  through  together  in  times  that's 
past." 

He  bestirred  himself  and  looked  up  at  her. 

"  Trouble  !"  he  repeated.  "  That's  not  the  word.  It's  not 
trouble,  old  lady,  and  it's  naught  that  can  be  helped.  There's 
me  and  it  to  fight  it  out.  Go  and  get  your  sleep  and  leave  us 
to  it." 

She  went  slowly  and  sadly.  She  always  obeyed  him,  what- 
ever his  wish  might  be. 

When  the  last  sound  of  her  faltering  feet  had  died  away 
upon  the  stairs,  he  went  to  the  side-board  and  poured  out  a 
glass  of  raw  brandy  and  drank  it. 

"  I  want  summat  to  steady  me,"  he  said — "  and  to  warm 
me." 

But  it  did  not  steady  him,  at  least.  When  he  sat  down  at 
the  table,  the  hand  he  laid  upon  it  shook. 

He  looked  at  it  curiously,  clinching  and  unclinching  it. 

"  I'm  pretty  well  done  for  when  it  goes  like  that,"  he  said. 
"  I'm  further  gone  than  I  thought.  It's  all  over  me — over  and 
through  me.     I'm  shaking  like  a  fool." 

He  broke  out  with  a  torrent  of  curses. 

"  Is  it  me  that's  sitting  here,"  he  cried,  "  or  some  other 
chap  ?j"  Is  it  me  that  luck's  gone  agen  on  every  side  or  a  chap 
that's  useder  to  it  ?  " 

Among  all  his  pangs  of  humiliation  and  baffled  passion 
there  was  not  one  so  subtle  and  terrible  in  its  influence  upon 
him  as  his  momentary  sense  of  physical  weakness.  He  under- 
stood it  less  than  all  the  rest,  and  raged  against  it  more.  His 
body  had  never  failed  him  once,  and  now  for  the  first  time  he 
felt  that  Its  power  faltered.  He  was  faint  and  cold  and 
trembled  not  merely  from  excitement  but  from  loss  of  strength. 
Opposite  to  him,  at  the  other  side  of  the  room,  was  a  full- 
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length  mirror.  Accidentally  raising  his  eyes  toward  it  he 
caught  sight  of  his  own  face.  He  started  back  and  uncon- 
sciously glanced  behind  hnn. 

"Who !"  he  began. 

And  then  he  stopped,  knowing  the  face  for  his  own — white- 
lipped,  damp  with  cold  sweat,  lined  with  harsh  furrows — evil 
to  see.  He  got  up,  shaking  his  fist  at  it,  crying  out  through 
his  shut  teeth. 

"  Blast  her  !"  he  said.     "  Who's  to  blame  but  her  ?  " 

He  had  given  up  all  for  her,  his  ambition,  which  had  swept 
all  before  it,  his  greatest  strength,  his  very  sins  and  coarseness, 
and  half  an  hour  ago  he  had  passed  the  open  door  of  a  room 
and  had  seen  Murdoch  standing  motionless,  not  uttering  a 
word,  but  with  his  face  fairly  transfigured  by  his  ecstasy,  and 
with  her  hand  crushed  against  his  breast. 

He  had  gone  in  to  see  Ffrench,  and  had  remained  with  him 
for  an  hour  in  one  of  the  parlors,  knowing  that  the  two  were 
alone  in  the  other.  He  had  heard  their  voices  now  and  then, 
and  had  known  that  once  they  went  out  upon  the  terrace  and 
talked  there.  He  had  grown  burning  hot  and  deadly  cold, 
and  had  strained  his  ears  for  every  sound  and  never  caught 
more  than  a  word  or  low  laugh  coming  from  Rachel  Ffrench. 
At  last  he  had  left  his  partner,  and  on  his  way  out  had  passed 
the  open  door,  "^hey  had  come  back  to  the  room,  and  Mur- 
doch was  saying  his  good-night.  He  held  Rachel  Ffrench's 
hand,  and  she  made  no  effort  to  withdraw  it,  but  gave  it  to 
his  caress.  She  did  not  move  nor  speak,  but  her  eyes  rested 
upon  his  rapt  face  with  an  expression  not  easy  to  understand. 
Haworth  did  not  understand  it,  but  the  rage  which  seized  and 
shook  him  was  the  most  brutal  emotion  he  had  ever  felt  in 
his  life.  It  was  a  madness  which  left  him  weak.  He  stag- 
gered down  the  stairs  and  out  into  the  night  blindly,  blas- 
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The  sight  his   mother  had  seen,  and  which  had  drawn  a  cry 
from  her  and  checked  her  midway  in  the  room  had  been  cause 
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enough  for  tremor  in  her.  Nothing  but  the  most  violent  effort 
had  saved  him  from  an  outbreak  in  her  presence.  He  was 
weaker  for  the  struggle  when  she  was  gone. 

He  could  think  of  nothing  but  of  Rachel  Ffrench's  untrans- 
latable face  and  of  Murdoch's  close  clasp  of  her  surrendered 
hand. 

"What  has  she  ever  given  me?"  he  cried.  "Me,  that's 
played  the  fool  for  her !  What's  he  done  that  he  should 
stand  there  and  fondle  her  as  if  he'd  bought  and  paid  for  her  ? 
I'm  the  chap  that  paid  for  her  !  She's  mine,  body  and  soul, 
by  George,  if  every  man  had  his  rights  ! " 

And  then,  remembering  all  that  had  gone  by,  he  turned 
from  hot  to  cold  again. 

"  I've  stood  up  agen  her  a  long  time,"  he  said,  "  and  what 
have  I  got  ?  I  swore  I'd  make  my  way  with  her,  and  how  far 
have  I  gone  ?  She's  never  give  me  a  word,  by  George,  or  a 
look  that'd  be  what  another  woman  would  have  give.  She's 
not  even  played  with  me — most  on  'em  would  have  done  that 
— but  she's  not.  She's  gone  on  her  way  and  let  me  go  on 
mine.  She's  turned  neither  right  nor  left  for  me — I  wasn't 
man  enough." 

He  wore  himself  out  in  the  end  and  went  to  the  brandy 
again,  and  drank  of  it  deeply.  It  sent  him  up-stairs  with 
heated  blood  and  feverish  brain.  It  was  after  midnight,  and 
he  went  to  his  room,  but  not  to  sleep.  He  lay  upon  his  pillow 
in  the  darkness  thinking  of  the  things  he  had  done  in  the  past 
few  months,  and  of  the  fruit  the  first  seed  he  had  sown  might 
bring  forth. 

"  There's  things  that  may  happen  to  any  on  us,  my  lad," 
he  said,  "  and  some  on  'em  might  happen  to  you.  If  it's  Jem 
Haworth  that's  to  lose,  the  other  sha'n't  gain,  by  George  !" 

He  had  put  the  light  out  and  lay  in  the  darkness,  and  was 
so  lying  with  this  rnood  at  work  upon  him  when  there  came  a 
timid  summons  on  the  door,  and  it  opened  and  some  one 
came  in  softly. 
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He  knew  who  it  was,  even  before  she  spoke. 

"  Jem,"  she  said,  "  Jem,  you're  not  asleep,  my  dear." 

"  No,"  he  answered. 

She  came  to  the  bed-side  and  stood  there. 

"I— I  couldn't  sleep,"  she  said.  "Something's  a  little 
wrong  with  me.  I'm  gettin'  foolish,  an'— an'  fearful.  I  felt 
as  if  you  wasn't  quite  safe.  I  thought  I'd  come  and  speak  to 
you." 

"  You're  out  o'  sorts,"  he  answered  "  You'll  have  to  be 
looked  after." 

"  It's  nothing  but  my  foolish  way,"  she  replied.  "  You're 
very  good  to  me— an'  me  so  full  of  fancies.  Would  you— 
would  you  mind  me  a-kneelin'  down  an'  sayin'  a  prayer  here 
to  myself  as  I  used  to  when  you  was  a  boy,  Jem  ?  I  think  it 
'd  do  me  good.     Would  you  mind  it  ?  " 

"  No,"  he  answered  hoarsely.     "  Kneel  down." 

And  she  knelt  and  grasped  for  his  hand  and  held  it,  and  he 
heard  her  whispering  in  the  dark  as  he  had  been  wont  to  hear 
her  nearly  thirty  years  before. 

And  when  it  was  over,  she  got  up  and  kissed  him  on  the 
forehead. 

"  God  bless  you,  my  dear !  "  she  said.  •"  God  bless  you  !" 
and  went  away. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 


IT    IS    DONE    WITH. 


After  the  departure  of  Haworth  and  Murdoch,  Mr.  Ffrench 
waited  for  some  time  for  his  daughter's  appearance.  He 
picked  up'  a  pamphlet  and  turned  over  its  leaves  uneasily, 
trying  to  read  here  and  there,  and  making  no  great  success  of 
the  effort.  He  was  in  a  disturbed  and  nervous  mood,  the 
evening  had  been  a  trial  to  him,  more  especially  the  latter 
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part  of  it  daring  which  Haworth  had  sat  on  the  other  side  of 
the  table  in  his  usual  awkwardly  free  and  easy  posture,  his 
hands  in  his  pockets,  his  feet  thrust  out  before  him.  His 
silence  and  the  expression  he  had  worn  had  not  been  of  a 
kind  to  relieve  his  companion  of  any  tithe  of  the  burden 
which  had  gradually  accumulated  upon  his  not  too  muscular 
shoulders.  At  the  outset  Ffrench  had  been  simply  bewildered, 
then  somewhat  anxious  and  annoyed,  but  to-day  he  had  been 
stunned.  Haworth's  departure  was  an  immense  relief  to  him, 
in  fact,  it  was  often  a  relief  to  him  in  these  days.  Then  he 
had  heard  Murdoch  descend  the  stairs  and  leave  the  house 
and  he  waited  with  mingled  dread  and  anxiousness  for 
Rachel's  coming.  But  she  did  not  make  her  appearance.  He 
heard  her  walk  across  the  room  after  Murdoch  left  her,  and 
then  she  did  not  seem  to  move  again. 

After  the  lapse  of  half  an  hour  he  laid  his  pamphlet  aside 
and  rose  himself.  He  coughed  two  or  three  times  and  paced 
the  floor  a  little — gradually  he  edged  toward  the  folding  doors 
leading  into  the  front  room  and  passed  through  them. 

Rachel  stood  at  one  of  the  windows,  which  was  thrown 
open.  She  was  leaning  against  its  side  and  looking  out  into 
the  night.  When  she  turned  toward  him  something  in  her 
manner  caused  Ffrench  an  increase  of  nervousness  amounting 
to  irritation. 

"You  wish  to  say  something  to  me,"  she  remarked.  "What 
is  it  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  he  answered.     "  I  wish  to  say  something  to  you." 

He  could  not  make  up  his  mind  to  say  it  for  a  moment  or 
so.  He  found  himself  returning  her  undisturbed  glance  with 
an  excited  and  bewildered  one. 

"  I — the  fact  is" — he  broke  forth  desperately,  "  I — I  do  not 
understand  you." 

"  That  is  not  at  all  singular,"  she  replied.  ''  You  have 
often  said  so  before." 

He  began  to  lose  his  temper  and  to  walk  about  the  room. 
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"  You  have  often  chosen  to  seem  incomprehensible,"  he 
said,  "  but  t/iis  is  the  most  extraordinary  thing  you  have  done 
yet.  You — you  must  know  that  it  looks  very  bad — that  people 
are  discussing  you  openly— _y^«  of  all  women  !" 

Suddenly  he  wheeled  about  and  stopped,  staring  at  her  with 
more  uncertainty  and  bewilderment  than  ever. 

"  I  ought  to  know  you  better,"  he  said.  "  I  do  know  you 
better  than  to  think  you  capable  of  any  weakness  of — of  that 
kind.  You  are  not  capable  of  it.  You  are  too  proud  and  too 
fond  of  yourself,  and  yet " 

"  And  yet  what?"  she  demanded,  in  a  peculiar,  low  voice. 

He  faltered  visibly. 

"  And  yet  you  are  permitting  yourself  to — to  be  talked  over 
and — misunderstood." 

"  Do  you  think,"  she  asked  in  the  same  voice,  "  that  I  care 
for  being  *  talked  over  ?' " 

"  You  would  care  if  you  knew  what  is  said,"  he  responded. 
"  You  do  not  know." 

"  I  can  guess,"  she  replied,  "easily." 

But  she  was  deadly  pale  and  he  saw  it.  And  her  humiliation 
was  that  she  knew  he  saw  it. 

"What  you  do,"  he  continued,   "is  of  more  consequence 
than  what  most  women  do.     You  are  not  popular.     You  have 
held  yourself  very  high  and  have  set  people  at  defiance.  If  you 
should  be  guilty  of  a  romantic  folly,  it  would  go  harder  with 
you  than  with  others." 

"  I  know  that,"  she  answered  him,  "  far  better  than  you 
do." 

She  held  herself  quite  erect  and  kept  her  eyes  steadily  upon 
him. 

"  What  is  the  romantic  folly  ?  "  she  put  it  to  him. 

He  could  not  have  put  it  into  words  just  then  if  his  life  had 
depended  upon  his  power  to  do  it. 

"  You  will  not  conrrnit  it,"  he  said.     "  It  is  not  in  you  to  do 
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it,  but  you  have  put  yourself  in  a  false  position,  and  it  is  very 
unpleasant  for  both  of  us." 
She  stopped  him. 

"  You  are  very  much  afraid  of  speaking  plai?.))  "  she  said. 
"Be  more  definite." 

He  actually  flushed  to  the  roots  of  his  hair  in  his  confusion 
and  uneasiness.     There  was  no  way  out  of  the  difficulty. 

"  You  have  adopted  such  a  manner  with  the  world  gener- 
ally," he  floundered,  "  that  a  concession  from  you  means  a 
great  deal.  You— you  have  been  making  extraordinary  con- 
cessions. It  is  easy  to  see  that  this  young  fellow  is  madly 
enamored  of  you.  He  does  not  know  how  to  conceal  it,  and 
he  does  not  try.  You  have  not  seemed  to  demand  that  he 
should.  You  have  let  him  follow  you,  and  come  and  go  us  his 
passion  and  simplicity  prompted  him.  One  might  say  you 
had  encouraged  him— -though  encouraged  seems  hardly  the 
word  to  use." 

"No,"  she  interrupted,  "it  is  not  the  word  to  use." 

"  He  has  made  himself  conspicuous  and  you,  too,  and  you 
have  never  protested  by  word  or  deed.  When  he  was  in  dan- 
ger you  actually  risked  your  life  for  him." 

"  Great  heaven  1  "  she  ejaculated. 

The  memory  of  the  truth  of  what  he  had  said  came  upon  her 
like  a  flash.  Until  this  moment  she  had  only  seen  the  night 
from  one  stand-point,  and  to  see  it  from  this  one  was  a  deadly 
blow  to  her.     She  lost  her  balance. 

"How  dare  you?"  she  cried  bieathlessly.  "I  was  mad 
with  excitement.     If  I  had  stopped  to  think " 

"  You  usually  do  stop  to  think,"  he  put  in.  «  That  was  why 
I  was  amazed.  You  did  a  thing  without  calculating  its  signifi- 
cance. You  never  did  so  before  in  your  life.  You  know  that 
it  is  true.     You  pride  yourself  upon  it." 

He  could  have  said  nothing  so  bitter  and  terrible.  For  the 
moment  they  had  changed  places.  It  was  he  who  had  presented 
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a  weakness  to  her.  She  did  pride  herself  upon  her  cool  power 
of  calculation. 

"  Go  on  !  "  she  exclaimed. 

**  He  has  been  here  half  the  day,"  he  proceeded,  growing 
bolder.  "  You  were  out  in  the  garden  together  all  the  after- 
noon— he  has  only  just  left  you.  When  you  contrast  his  posi- 
.ion  with  yours  is  noi  that  an  extraordinary  thing  ?  What  should 
you  say  if  another  woman  had  gone  so  far  ?  Two  years  ago 
he  was  Haworth's  engineer.  He  is  a  wonderful  fellow  and  a 
genius,  and  the  world  will  hear  of  him  yet.  /  should  never 
think  of  anything  but  that  if  I  were  the  only  individual 
concerned,  but  you — you  treated  him  badly  enough  at  first." 

She  turned  paler  and  paler. 

"  You  think  that  I— that  I " 

She  had  meant  to  daunt  him  with  the  most  daring  speech 
she  could  make,  but  it  would  not  complete  itself.  She  faltered 
and  broke  down. 

"  I  don't  know  what  to  think,"  he  answered  desperately.  "  It 
seems  impossible.  Good  heavens  !  it  «  impossible  !— you — it 
js  not  in  your  nature." 

"  No,"  she  said,  "  it  is  not." 

Even  in  that  brief  space  she  had  recovered  herself  wholly. 
She  met  his  glance  just  as  she  had  met  it  before,  even  with 
more  perfect  sangfroid. 

"  I  will  tell  you  what  to  think,"  she  went  on.  "  I  have  been 
very  dull  here.  I  'vjshed  from  the  first  that  I  had  never  come. 
I  hate  the  people,  and  I  despise  them  more  than  hate  them. 
I  must  be  amused  and  interested,  and  they  are  less  than  nothing. 
The  person  you  speak  of  was  different.  I  suppose  what  you 
say  of  him  is  true  and  he  is  a  genius.  I  care  nothing  for  that 
in  itself,  but  he  has  managed  to  interest  me.  At  first  I  thought 
him  only  absurd ;  he  was  of  a  low  class  and  a  common  work- 
man, and  he  was  so  simple  and  ignorant  of  the  world  that  he 
did  not  feel  his  position  or  did  not  care.  That  amused  me 
and  I  led  him  on  to  revealing  himself.     Then  I  found  out  that 
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there  was  a  difference  between  him  and  the  rest  of  his  class 
and  I  began  to  study  him.  I  have  no  sentimental  notions 
about  his  honor  and  good  qualities.  Those  things  do  not 
affect  me,  but  I  have  been  interested  and  the  time  has  passed 
more  easily.  Now  the  matter  will  end  jusi:  as  it  began, — not 
because  I  am  tired  of  him  or  because  I  care  for  what  people 
say,  but  because  I  think  it  is  time, — and  I  choose  that  it 
should.     It  is  done  with  from  to-night." 

"  Good  heaven  !  "  he  cried.  "  You  are  not  going  to  drop 
the  poor  fellow  ^ke  that  ?  " 

"  You  may  call  it  what  you  please,"  she  returned.  "  I 
have  gone  as  far  as  I  choose  to  go,  and  it  is  done  with  from 
to-night." 

Mr.  Ffrench's  excitement  became  somewhat  painful  to  see. 
Between  his  embarrassment  as  a  weak  nature  before  a  strong 
one, — an  embarrassment  which  was  founded  upon  secret  fear 
of  unpleasant  results, — between  this  and  the  natural  compunc- 
tions arising  from  tendencies  toward  a  certain  refined  and 
amiable  sense  of  fairness,  he  well-nigh  lost  all  control  over 
himself  and  became  courageous.  He  grew  heated  and  flushed 
and  burst  forth  into  protest. 

"  My  dear,"  he  said,  "  I  must  say  it's  a— a  deuced  ungentle- 
manly  business  ! " 

Her  lack  of  response  absolutely  inspired  him. 
"  It's  a  deuced  ill-bred  business,"  he  added,  "  from  "first  to 
last." 

She  did  not  reply  even  to  that,  so  he  went  on,  growing 
warmer  and  warmer. 

"  You  have  taunted  me  with  being  afraid  of  you,"  he  said, 
"  though  you  have  never  put  it  into  so  many  words.  Perhaps 
I  have  been  afraid  of  you.  You  can  make  yourself  confound- 
edly unpleasant  at  times, — and  I  may  have  shrunk  from  saying 
what  would  rouse  you, — but  I  must  speak  my  mind  aboul 
this,  and  say  it  is  a  deucedly  cruel  and  unfair  thing,  and  is 
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unworthy  of  you.     A  less  well-bred  woman  might  have  done 

it." 

A  little  color  rose  to  her  cheek  and  remained  there,  but  she 
did  not  answer  still. 

*'  He  is  an  innocent  fellow,"  he  proceeded,  "  an  unworldly 
fellow ;  he  has  lived  in  his  books  and  his  work,  and  he  knows 
nothing  of  women.  His  passion  for  you  is  a  pure,  romantic 
one;  he  would  lay  his  world  at  your  feet.  Call  it  folly,  if  you 
will, — it  IS  folly, — but  allow  me  to  tell  you  it  is  worthy  of  a 
better  ol  ^ec  " 

He  was  so  astonished  at  his  own  daring  that  he  stopped  to 
see  what  effect  it  had  produced. 

She  replied  by  asking  a  simple  but  utterly  confounding 
question. 

"  What,"  she  said,  "  would  you  wish  me  to  do  ?  " 

"  What  would  I  wish  you  to  do  ?  "  he  stammered.  "  What  ? 
I — I  hardly  know,"  he  replied  weakly. 

And  after  regarding  her  helplessly  a  little  longer,  he  turned 
about  and  left  the  room. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

" LOOK   OUT ! " 

The  next  morning  Ffrench  rather  surprised  Murdoch  by  walk- 
ing into  his  cell  with  the  evident  intention  of  paying  him  a  some- 
what prolonged  visit.  It  was  not,  however,  the  fact  of  his 
appearing  there  which  was  unusual  enough  to  excite  wonder, 
but  the  fact  of  a  certain  degree  of  mingled  constraint  and  effu- 
siveness in  his  manner.  It  was  as  if  he  was  troubled  with  some 
mental  compunctions  which  he  was  desirous  of  setting  at  rest. 
At  times  he  talked  very  fast  and  in  a  comparatively  Ughi  and 
jocular  vein,  and  again  he  was  silent  for  some  minutes,  invari- 
ably rousing  himself  from  his  abstraction  with  a  sudden  eifort. 
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Several  times  Murdoch  found  that  he  was  regarding  him  with 
a  disturbed  air  of  anxiety. 

Before  going  away  he  made  an  erratic  and  indecisive  tour  of 
the  Httle  room,  glancing  at  drawings  and  picking  up  first  one 
thing  and  then  another. 

"  You  have  a  good  many  things  here,"  he  said,  "  of  one  kind 
and  another." 

"  Yes,"  Murdoch  answered,  absently. 

Ffrench  glanced  around  at  the  jumble  of  mechanical  odds 
and  ends,  the  plans  and  models  in  various  stages  of  neglect  or 
completion. 

*'  It's  a  queer  place,"  he  commented,  "  and  it  has  an  air 
of  significance.  It's  crammed  with  ideas — of  one  kind  and  an- 
other." 

"Yes,"  Murdoch  answered,  as  before. 

Ffrencli  approached  him  and  laid  his  hand  weakly  on  his 
shoulder. 

"  You  are  a  fellow  of  ideas,"  he  said,  "  and  you  have  a  good 
deal  before  you.  Whatever  disappointments  you  might  meet 
with,  you  would  always  have  u  great  deal  before  you.  You 
have  ideas.  I,"  with  apparent  inconsequence,  "  1  haven't,  you 
know." 

Murdoch  looked  somewhat  puzzled,  but  he  did  not  contra- 
dict him,  so  he  repeated  his  statement. 

"I  haven't,  you  know.     I  wish  1  had." 

Then  he  dropped  his  hand  and  looked  indefinite  again. 

"  I  should  always  like  you  to  remember  that  I  am  your 
friend,"  he  said.  "  I  wish  I  could  have  been  of  more  service 
to  you.  You  are  a  fine  fellow,  Murdoch.  I  have  admired  you 
— I  have  liked  you.     Don't  forget  it." 

And  he  went  away  carrying  the  burden  of  his  indecision  and 
embarrassment  and  good  intention  with  much  iraiable  awk- 
wardness, 

That  day  Murdoch  did  not  see  Rachel  Ffrench.  Circum- 
stances occurred  which  kept  him  at  work  until  a  late  hour. 
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The  next  day  it  was  the  same  story,  and  the  next  also.  A 
series  of  incidents  seemed  to  combine  against  him,  and  the 
end  of  each  day  found  him  worn  out  and  fretted.  But  on  the 
fourth  he  was  free  again,  and  early  in  the  evening  found  him- 
self within  sight  of  the  iron  gates.  Every  pulse  in  his  body 
throbbed  as  he  passed  through  them.  He  was  full  of  intense 
expectation.  He  could  scarcely  bear  to  think  of  what  was  be- 
fore him.  His  desperate  happiness  was  a  kind  of  pain.  One 
ofhischief  longings  was  that  he  might  find  her  wearing  the 
pale  blue  dress  again  and  that  when  he  entered  she  might  be 
standing  in  the  center  of  the  room  as  he  had  left  her.  Then 
it  would  seem  as  if  there  had  been  no  nights  and  days  between 
the  last  terribly  happy  moment  and  this.  The  thought  which 
flashed  across  his  mind  that  there  might  possibly  be  some  one 
else  in  the  room  was  a  shock  to  him. 

"  If  she  is  not  alone,"  he  said  to  himself,  "  it  will  be  unbear- 
able." 

As  he  passed  up  the  walk,  he  came  upon  a  tall  white  lily 
blooming  on  one  of  the  border  beds.  He  was  in  a  sufficient- 
ly mystical  and  emotional  mood  to  be  stopped  by  it. 

"  It  is  like  her,"  he  said.  And  he  gathered  it  and  took  it 
with  him  to  *\\q  house. 

The  first  ihing  upon  which  his  eye  rested  when  he  stood 
upon  the  threshold  of  the  oom  was  the  pale  blue  color,  and 
she  was  standing  just  as  he  had  left  her,  it  seemed  to  him 
upon  the  very  same  spot  upo»  which  they  had  parted.  His 
wish  had  been  realized  so  far  at  least. 

He  was  obliged  to  pause  a  moment  to  regain  his  self-control. 
It  was  an  actual  truth  that  he  could  not  have  trusted  himself 
so  far  as  to  go  in  at  once. 

It  was  best  that  he  did  not.     The  next  instant  she  turned 

and  SDoke  to  n   thirr!   ni^rcnn  of  frV.^  j^t-U^ ;j-    _r  ti-  -  , 
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•'  Here  IS  Mr.  Murdoch,"  she  said,  and  paused,  waiting  for 
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him  to  come  forward.  She  did  not  advance  to  meet  him,  did 
not  stir  until  he  was  scarcely  more  than  a  pace  from  her.  She 
simply  waited,  watching  him  as  he  moved  toward  her,  as  if 
she  were  a  little  curious  to  see  what  he  would  do.  Then  she 
gave  him  her  hand,  and  he  took  it  with  a  feeling  that  some- 
thing unnatural  had  happened,  or  that  he  was  suddenly  awak- 
ening from  a  delusion. 

He  did  not  even  speak.  It  was  she  who  spoke,  turning 
toward  the  person  whom  she  had  addressed  before  he  en- 
tered. 

"  You  have  heard  us  speak  of  Mr.  Murdoch,"  she  said  ;  and 
then  to  himself,  *•  This  is  M.  Saint  Me'ran." 

M.  Saint  Meran  rose  and  bowed  profoundly.  He  present- 
ed, as  his  best  points,  long,  graceful  limbs  and  a  pair  of  clear 
gray  eyes,  which  seemed  to  hold  their  opinions  in  check.  He 
regarded  Murdoch  with  an  expression  of  suave  interest  and 
made  a  well-bred  speech  of  greeting. 

Murdoch  said  nothing.  He  could  think  of  nothing  to  say. 
He  was  never  very  ready  of  speech.  He  bowed  with  an  uncer- 
tain air,  and  almost  immediately  wandered  off  to  the  other  end 
of  the  room,  holding  his  lily  in  his  hand.  He  began  to  turn 
over  the  pages  of  a  book  of  engravings,  seeing  none  of  them. 
After  a  little  while  a  peculiar  perfume  close  to  him  attrated  his 
attention,  and  he  looked  downward  vacantly  and  saw  the  lily. 
Then  he  laid  it  down  and  moved  farther  away. 

Afterward — he  did  not  know  how  long  afterward — Ffrench 
came  in.  He  seemed  in  a  very  feverish  state  of  mind,  talking 
a  :|reat  deal  and  rather  inanely,  and  forcing  Murdoch  to  reply 
and  join  in  the  conversation. 

M.  Saint  Meran  held  himself  with  a  graceful  air  of  security 
and  self-poise,  and  made  gentle  efforts  at  scientific  remark 
which  should  also  have  an  interest  for  genius  of  a  mechanical 
and  inventive  turn.  But  Murdoch's  replies  were  vague.  Kis 
glance  followed  Rachel  Ffrench.  He  devoured  her  with  his 
eyes — a  violence  which  she  bore  very  well.     At  last — he  had 
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not  been  in  the  house  an  hour— he  left  his  chair  and  went  to 
her. 

"  I  am  going  away,"  he  said  in  an  undertone.     "  Good- 
night ! " 

She  did  not  seem  to  hear  him.     She  was  speaking  to  Saint 
M^ran. 

"  Good-night  !  "  he  repeated,  in  the  same  tone,  not  raising  it 
at  all,  only  giving  it  an  intense,  concentrated  sound. 

She  turned  her  face  toward  him. 

"  Good-night  ! "  she  answered. 

And  he  went  away,  Ffrench  following  him  to  the  door  with 
erratic  and  profuse  regrets,  which  he  did  not  hear  at  all. 

When  he  got  outside,  he  struck  out  across  the  country.  The 
strength  with  which  he  held  himself  in  check  was  a  wonder  to 
him.  It  seemed  as  if  he  was  not  thinking  at  all — that  he  did 
not  allow  himself  to  think.  He  walked  fast,  it  might  even 
be  said,  violently  ;  the  exertion  made  his  head  throb  and  his 
blood  rush  through  his  veins.  He  walked  until  at  last  his 
heart  beat  so  suffocatingly  that  he  was  forced  to  stop.  He 
threw  himself  down—  almost  fell  down  upon  the  grass  at  the 
wayside  and  lay  with  shut  eyes.  He  was  giddy  and  exhausted, 
and  panted  for  breath.  He  could  not  have  thought  then,  if 
he  would  ;  he  had  gained  so  much  at  least.  He  did  not  leave 
the  place  for  an  hour.  When  he  did  so,  it  was  to  walk  home 
by  another  route,  slowly,  almost  weakly.  This  route  led  him 
by  the  Briarley  cottage,  and,  as  he  neared  it,  he  was  seized 
with  a  fancy  for  going  in.  The  door  was  ajar  and  a  light  burned 
in  the  living-room,  and  this  drew  him  toward  it. 

Upon  the  table  stood  a  basket  filled  with  purchases  and 
near  the  basket  lay  a  shawl  which  Janey  wore  upon  all  occa- 
sions requiring  a  toilet.  She  had  just  come  in  from  her  shop- 
ping, and  sat  on  a  stool  in  her  usual  nostnrf*.  r\nt  havino-  x,(^t 
removed  the  large  bonnet  which  spread  its  brim  around  her 
small  face,  a  respectable  and  steady-going  aureole  enlivened 
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with  bunches  of  flowers  which  in  their  better  days  had  rejoiced 
Mrs.  Briarley's  heart  with  exceeding  great  joy. 

She  looked  up  as  he  came  in  but  she  did  not  rise. 

"  Eh  !  it's  thee,  is  it  ?"  she  remarked.  "  I  thowt  it  wur  toime 
tha  wur  comin'.     Tha'st  not  been  here  fur  nigh  a  month." 

"  I  have  been — doing  a  great  deal." 

"  Aye,"  she  answered.     "  I  suppose  so." 

She  jerked  her  thumb  toward  Granny  Dixon's  basket  chair, 
which  stood  empty. 

"  She's  takken  down,"  she  said.  "  She  wur  takken  down  a 
week  sin',  an'  a  noice  toime  we're  ha'in'  nursin'  her.  None  on 
us  can  do  anything  wi'  her  but  mother — she  can  settle  her, 
thank  th'  Almoighty." 

She  rested  her  sharp  little  elbows  upon  her  knees  and  her 
chin  upon  both  palms  and  surveyed  him  with  interest. 

'*  Has  tha  seed  him  ?"  she  demanded  suddenly. 

"  Who  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Him,"  with  a  nod  of  her  head.  "  Th'  furrineras  is  stayin' 
at  Mester  Ffrench's.  Yo'  mun  ha'  seen  him.  He's  been  theer 
three  days." 

"  I  saw  him  this  evening." 

"  I  thowt  tha  mun  ha'  seed  him.     He  coom  o'  Monday.     He 
coom  fro'  France.     I  should  na,"  with  a  tone  of  serious  specu 
lation, — "  I  should  na  ha'  thowt  she'd  ha'  had  a  Frenchman." 

She  moved  her  feet  and  settled  herself  more  conveniently 
without  moving  her  eyes  from  his  face. 

"  I  dunnot  think  much  o'  Frenchmen  mysen,"  she  proceed- 
ed. "  An'  neyther  does  mother,  but  they  say  as  this  is  a  rich 
un  an'  a  grand  un.  She's  lived  i'  France  a  good  bit,  an'  happen 
she  does  na'  moind  their  ways.     She's  knowed  him  afore." 

"  When  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  When  she  wur  theer.     She  lived  theer,  yo'  know." 

Yes,  he  remembered,  she  had  lived  there.  He  said  nothing 
more,  only  skt  watching  the  little  stunted  figure  and  sharp 
small  face  with  a  sense  of  mild  fascination,  wondering  dully 
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how  much  she  knew  and  where  she  had  learned  it  all,  and 
what  she  would  say  next.  But  she  gave  him  no  further  infor- 
mation— chiefly  because  she  had  no  more  on  hand,  there  being 
a  limit  even  to  her  sagacity.  She  became  suddenly  interested 
in  himself. 

"  Yo're  as  pale  as  ifyo'd  had  th'  whoopin'-cough,"  she  re- 
marked.    "  What's  wrong  wi'  yo' ?  " 

"  I  am  tired,"  he  answered.     *'  Worn  out." 
It  was  true  enough,  but  did  not  satisfy  her.     Her  matter  of 
fact  and  matronly  mind  arrived  at  a  direct  solution  of  the 
question. 

"  Did  yo'  ivver  think,"  she  put  it  to  him,  "  as  she'd  ha 
yo'  ?  " 

He  had  no  answer  to  give  her.  He  began  to  turn  deathly 
white  about  the  lips.  She  surveyed  him  with  increased  interest, 
and  proceeded : 

"  Mother  an'  me's  talked  it  over,"  she  said.     "  We  tak'  th' 
'  Ha'penny  Reader,'  an'  theer  wur  a  tale  in  it  as  towd  o'  oneo' 
th'  nobility  as  wed  a  workin'  chap — an'  mother  she  said    as 
happen  she  wur  loike  her  an'  ud  do  it,  but  I  said  she  would 
na.     Th'  chap  i'  th'  tale  turnt  out  to  be  a  earl,  as  ud  been  kid- 
napped by  th'  gypsies,  but  yo'  nivver  wur  kidnapt,  an'  she's 
noan  o'  th'  soft  koind.     Th'  Lady  Geraldine  wur  a  difrient 
mak'.     Theer  wur  na  mich  i'  her  to  my  moind.    She  wur  alius 
makkin'  out  as  brass   wur   nowt,  an'  talkin'  about  '  humble 
virchew '  as  if  theer  wur  nowt  loike  it.     Yo'  would  na  ketch 
her  talkin'  that  road.    Mother  she'd  sit  an'  cry  until  th'  babby's 
bishop  wur  wet  through,  but  1  nivver  seed  nowt  to  cry  about 
mysen.     She  getten  th'  chap  i'  th'  eend,  an'  he  turnt  out  to  be 
a  earl  after  aw.     But   I  towd  mother  as  marryin'  a  workin'* 
man  wur  na  i'  Aer  loine." 

Murdoch  burst  into  a  harsh  laugh  and  got  up. 
''  I've  been  pretty  well  talked  over,  it  seems,"  he  said.     "  I 
didn't  know  that  before," 
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"Aye,"  replied  Janey,  coolly.  " We've  talked  yo'  ower  a 
good  bit.     Are  yo'  goin'  ?" 

"  Yes,"  he  answered,  "  I  am  going." 

He  went  out  with  an  uncertain  movement,  leaving  the  door 
open  behind  him.  As  he  descended  the  steps,  the  light  from 
the  room,  slanting  out  into  the  darkness,  struck  athwart  a  face, 
the  body  pertaining  to  which  seemed  to  be  leaning  against  the 
pailings,  grasping  them  with  both  hands.  It  was  the  face  of 
Mr.  Briarley,  who  regarded  him.  with  a  mingled  expression  of 
anxiety  and  desire  to  propitiate. 

"Is  it  yo'?"  he  whispered  as  Murdoch  neared  him. 
"  Yes,"  he  was  answered,  somewhat  shortly. 
Mr.  Briarley  put  out  a  hand  and  plucked  him  by  the  sleeve. 
"  I've  been  watin'  fur  yo',"  he  said  in  a  sonorous  whisper 
which  only  failed  to  penetrate  the  innermost  recesses  of  the 
dwelling  through  some  miracle. 
Murdoch  turned  out  of  the  gate. 
"Why?"  he  asked. 

Mr.  Briarley  glanced  toward  the  house  uneasily,  and  also  up 
and  down  the  road. 

"  Le's  get  out  o'  the  way  a  bit,"  he  remarked. 
Murdoch  walked  on,  and  he  shuffled  a  few  paces  behind  him. 
When  they  got  well  into  the  shadow  of  the  hedge,  he  stopped. 
Suddenly  he  dropped  upon  his  knees  and  crawling  through  a 
very  small  gap  into  the  field  behind,  remained  there  for  a  few 
seconds ;  then  he  re-appeared  panting. 

"  Theer's  no  one  theer,"  he  said.     "  I  would  na  ha'  risked 
theer  bein'  one  on  'em  lyin'  under  th'  hedge." 
"  One  of  whom  ?"  Murdoch  inquired. 
"  I  did  na  say  who,"  he  answered. 

When  he  stood  on  his  feet  again,  he  took  his  companion  by 
the  button. 

•'  Theer's  a  friend  o'  moine,"  he  said,  "  as  'as  sent  a  messidge 
to  yo'.     This  here's  it-—'  Zook  out  /'  " 
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"What  does  it  mean?"  Murdoch  asked.  "Speak  more 
plainly." 

Mr,  Briarley  became  evidently  disturbed. 

"Nay,"  he  said,  "  that  theer's  plain  enow  fur  me.  It  ud  do 
my  business  i'  quick  toime  if  I " 

He  stopped  and  glanced  about  him  again  and  then  without 
warning  threw  himself,  so  to  speak,  on  Murdoch's  shoulder 
and  began  to  pour' a  flood  of  whispers  into  his  ear. 

"  Theer  wur  a  chap  as  were  a  foo',"  he  said,  "  an'  he  was 
drawed  into  bein'  a  bigger  foo'  than  common.  It  wur  him 
as  getten  yo'  i'  trouble  wi'  th'  stroikers.  He  did  na  mean  no 
ill,  an'— an'  he  ses,  *  I'll  tell  him  to  look  out.  I'll  run  th'  risk.' 
He  knowed  what  wur  goin'  on,  an'  he  ses,  '  I'll  tell  him  to  look 
out.'  " 

"  Who  was  he?"  Murdoch  interposed. 

Mr.  Briarley  fell  back  a  pace,  perspiring  profusely  and  dab- 
bing at  his  forehead  with  his  cap. 

"  He — he  wur  a  friend  o'  moine,"  he  stammered, — "  a  friend 
o'  moine  as  has  getten  a  way  o'  gettin"  hissen  i'  trouble,  an'  he 
ses,  *  I'll  tell  him  to  look  out.'  " 

"Tell  him  from  me,"  said  Murdoch,  "that  I  am  not  afraid 
of  anything  that  may  happen." 

It  was  a  rash  speech,  but  was  not  so  defiant  as  it  sounded. 
His  only  feeling  was  one  of  cold  carelessness.  He  wanted  to 
get  free  and  go  away  and  end  his  night  in  his  silent  room  at 
home.  But  Mr.  Briarley  kept  up  with^him,  edging  toward  him 
apologetically  as  he  walked. 

"  Yo're  set  agen  th'  chap  fur  bein'  a  foo',"  he  persisted, 
breathlessly,  "  an'  I  dunnot  blame  yo'.  He's  set  agen  hissen. 
He's  a  misforchnit  chap  as  is  alius  i'  trouble.  It's  set  heavy 
on  him,  an'  ses  he,  '  I'll  tell  him  to  look  out.' " 

At  a  turn  into  a  by-lane  he  stopped. 

"  I'll  go  this  road,'"  he  said,  "  an'  I'll  tell  him  as  IVe  done 
it." 
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CHAPTER  XLI. 

"  IT    HAS   ALL   BEEN    A  LIE." 

In  a  week's  time  Saint  M^ran  had  become  a  distinct  element 
in  the  social  atmosphere  of  Broxton  and  vicinity.  He  fell  into 
his  place  at  Rachel  Ffrench's  side  with  the  naturalness  of  a 
man  who  felt  he  had  some  claim  upon  his  position.  He  was 
her  father's  guest ;  they  had  seen  a  great  deal  of  each  other 
abroad.  Any  woman  might  have  felt  his  well-bred  homage  a 
delicate  compliment.  He  was  received  as  an  agreeable  addi- 
tion to  society ;  he  attended  her  upon  all  occasions.  From 
the  window  of  his  work-room  Murdoch  saw  him  drive  by  with 
her  in  her  carriage,  saw  him  drop  into  the  bank  for  a  friendly 
chat  with  Ffrench,  who  regarded  him  with  a  mixture  of  ner- 
vousness and  admiration. 

Haworth,  having  gone  away  again,  had  not  heard  of  him. 
Of  late  the  Works  had  seen  little  of  its  master.  He  made 
journeys  hither  and  hither,  and  on  his  return  from  such  jour- 
neys invariably  kept  the  place  in  hot  water.  He  drove  the 
work  on  and  tyrannized  over  the  hands  from  foremen  to  pud- 
dlers.  At  such  times  there  was  mysterious  and  covert  rebel- 
lion and  some  sharp  guessing  as  to  what  was  going  on,  but  it 
generally  ended  in  this.  Upon  the  whole  the  men  were  used 
to  being  bullied,  and  some  of  them  worked  the  better  for  it. 

Murdoch  went  about  his  work  as  usual,  though  there  was  not 
a  decent  man  on  the  place  who  did  not  gradually  awaken  to 
the  fact  that  some  singular  change  was  at  work  upon  him.  He 
concentrated  all  his  mental  powers  upon  what  he  had  to  do 
during  work  hours,  and  so  held  himself  in  check,  but  he  spent 
all  his  leisure  in  a  kind  of  apathy,  sitting  in  his  cell  at  his 
work-table  in  his  old  posture,  his  forehead  supported  by  his 
hands,  his  fingers  locked  in  his  tumbled  hair.  Sometimes  he 
was  seized  with  fits  of  nervous  trembling  which  left  him  weak. 
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When  he  left  home  in  the  morning  he  did  not  return  until 
night  and  he  ate  no  midday  meal. 

As  yet  he  was  only  drifting  here  and  there  ;  he  had  arrived 
at  no  conclusions ;  he  did  not  believe  in  his  own  reasoning ; 
the  first  blow  had  simply  stunned  him.  A  man  who  had  been 
less  reserved  and  who  had  begun  upon  a  fair  foundation  of 
common  knowledge  would  have  understood ;  he  understood 
nothing  but  his  passion,  his  past  rapture,  and  that  a  mysterious 
shock  had  fallen  upon  him. 

He  lived  in  this  way  for  more  than  a  week,  and  then  he 
roused  himself  to  make  a  struggle.  One  bright,  sunny  day, 
after  sitting  dumbly  for  half  an  hour  or  so,  he  staggered  to  his 
feet  and  took  up  his  hat. 

"  I'll — try — again,"  he  said,  mechanically.  "  I'll  try  again. 
I  don't  know  what  it  means.  It  may  have  been  my  fault.  I 
don't  think  it  was — but  it  may  have  been.  Perhaps  I  expected 
too  much."     And  he  went  out. 

After  he  had  been  absent  some  minutes,  Ffrench  came  in 
from  the  bank.     He  had  been  having  a  hard  morning  of  it. 
The  few  apparently  unimportant  indiscretions  in  the  way  of 
private  speculation  of  which  he  had  been  guilty  were  beginning 
to  present  themselves  in  divers  unpleasant  forms,  and  to  as- 
sume an  air  of  importance  he  had  not  believed  possible.     His 
best  ventures  had  failed  him,  and  things  which  he  was  ex- 
tremely anxious  to  keep  from  Haworth's  ears  were  assuming  a 
shape  which  would  render  it  difficult  to  manage  them  privately. 
He  was  badgered  and  baited  on  all  sides,  and  naturally  began 
to  see  his  own  folly.     His  greatest  fear  was  not  so  much  that 
he  should  lose  the  money  he  had  risked  as  that  Haworth  should 
discover  his  luckless  weakness  and  confront  and  crush  him  with 
it.     As  he  stood  in  fear  of  his  daughter,  so  he  stood  in  fear  of 
Haworth  ;  but  his  dread  of  Haworth  was,  perhaps,  the  stronger 
feeling  of  the  two.     His  very  refinement  added  to  it.     Having 
gained  the  object  of  his  ambition,  he  had  found  it  not  exactly 
what  he  had  pictured  it.     Haworth  had  not  spared  him ;  the 
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very  hands  had  derided  his  enthusiastic  and  strenuous  efforts  • 
he  had  secretly  felt  that  his  position  was  ridiculous,  and  provo- 
cative of  satire  among  the  unscientific  herd.  When  he  had 
done  anything  which  should  have  brought  him  success  and 
helped  him  to  assert  himself,  it  had  somehow  always  failed 
and  now .  ' 

He  sat  down  in  the  managerial  chair  before  Haworth's  great 
table,  strewn  with  papers  and  bills.  He  had  shut  the  door  be- 
hind him  and  was  glad  to  be  alone. 

"  I  am  extremely  unfortunate,"  he  faltered  aloud.  "  I  don't 
know  how  to  account  for  it."  And  he  glanced  about  him 
helplessly.  Before  the  words  had  fairly  left  his  lips  his  privacy 
was  broken  in  upon.  The  door  was  flung  open  and  Murdoch 
came  in.  He  had  evidently  walked  fast,  for  he  was  breathing 
heavily,  and  he  had  plainly  expected  to  find  the  room  empty 
He  looked  at  Ffrench,  sat  down  and  wiped  his  lips. 

"  I  want  you,"  he  began,  with  labored  articulation,  "  I  want 
you— to  tell  me— what— I  have  donei" 
Ffrench  could  only  stare  at  him. 

"  I  went  to  the  house,"  he  said,  "  and  asked  for  her."  (He 
did  not  say  for  whom,  nor  was  it  necessary  that  he  should. 
Ffrench  understood  him  perfectly.)  "  I  swear  I  saw  her  stand- 
ing at  the  window  as  I  went  up  the  path.  She  had  a  purple 
dress  on— and  a  white  flower  in  her  hair— and  Saint  M^ran  was 
at  her  side.  Before,  the  man  at  the  door  never  waited  for  me  to 
speak ;  this  time  he  stood  and  looked  at  me.  I  said,  *  I  want 
to  see  Miss  Ffrench;'  he  answered,  'She  is  not  at  home.' 
*  Not  at  home,'  "—breaking  into  a  rough  laugh,—" '  not  at 
home '  to  me  /  " 

He  clenched  his  fist  and  dashed  it  against  the  chair. 
"  What   does   it  mean  ?"   he  cried   out.     "  What  does  it 
mean  !  " 

Ffrench  quaked. 

"I— I  don't  know,"  he  answered,  and  his  own  face  gave  him 
the  lie. 
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Murdoch  caught  his  words  up  and  flung  them  back  at  him. 

"  You  don't  know  !  "  he  cried.  "  Then  I  will  tell  you.  It 
means  that  she  has  been  playing  me  false  from  first  to  last." 

Ffrench  felt  his  position  becoming  weaker  and  weaker. 
Here  was  a  state  of  affairs  he  had  never  seen  before ;  here  was 
a  madness  which  concealed  nothing,  which  defied  all,  which 
flung  all  social  presuppositions  to  the  winds.  He  ought  to  have 
been  able  to  palter  and  equivocate,  to  profess  a  well-bred  sur- 
prise and  some  delicate  indignation,  to  be  dignified  and  subtle; 
but  he  was  not.  He  could  only  sit  and  wonder  what  would 
come  next,  and  feel  uncomfortable  and  alarmed.  The  thing 
which  came  next  he  had  not  expected  any  more  than  he  had 
expected  the  rest  of  the  outbreak. 

Suddenly  a  sullen  calmness  settled  upon  the  young  fellow— 
a  calm  which  spoke  of  some  fierce  determination. 

"  I  don't  know  why  I  should  have  broken  out  like  this  before 
you,"  he  said.  "  Seeing  you  here  when  I  expected  to  fight  it 
out  alone,  surprised  me  into  it.  But  there  is  one  thing  I  am 
going  to  do.  I'll  hear  the  truth  from  her  own  lips.  When  you 
go  home  I  will  go  with  you.  They  wont  turn  me  back  then, 
and  I'll  see  her  face  to  face." 

"  I "  began  Ffrench,  and  then  added,  completely  over- 
whelmed, "  Very— perhaps  it  would  be— be  best." 

"  Best ! "  echoed  Murdoch,  with  another  laugh.  *'  No,  it 
won't  be  best;  it  will  be  worst;  but  I'll  do  it  for  all  that." 

And  he  dropped  his  head  upon  the  arms  he  had  folded  on 
the  chair's  back,  and  so  sat  in  a  forlorn,  comfortless  posture, 
not  speaking,  not  stirring,  as  if  he  did  not  know  that  there  was 
any  presence  in  the  room  but  his  own. 

And  he  kept  his  word.  As  Ffrench  was  going  out  into  the 
street  at  dusk  he  felt  a  touch  on  his  shoulder,  and  turning, 
found  Murdoch  close  behind  him. 

*'  I'm  ready,"  he  said,  "  if  you  are." 

When  they  reached  the  house,  the  man  who  opened  the  door 
stared  at  them  blankly,  which  so  irritated  Ffrench  that  he  found 
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an  excuse  for  administering  a  sharp  rebuke  to  him  about  some 
trifle. 

"  They  are  always  making  some  stupid  blunder,"  he  said  to 
Murdoch  as  they  passed  upstairs  to  the  drawing-room. 

But  Murdoch  did  not  hear. 

It  was  one  of  the  occasions  on  which  Rachel  Ffrench  reached 
her  highest  point  of  beauty.  Her  black  velvet  dress  was  almost 
severe  in  its  simplicity,  and  her  one  ornament  was  the  jewelled 
star  in  her  high  coifure.  M.  St.  Mt^ran  held  his  place  at  her 
side.  He  received  Murdoch  with  empressement  and  exhibited 
much  tact  and  good  feeling.  But  Murdoch  would  have  none 
of  him.     He  had  neither  tact  nor  experience. 

His  time  did  rot  come  until  the  evening  was  nearly  over 
and  it  would  never  have  come  if  he  had  not  at  last  forced  her 
to  confront  him  by  making  his  way  to  her  side  with  a  daring 
which  was  so  novel  in  him  that  it  would  have  mastered  another 
woman. 

Near  her  he  trembled  a  little,  but  he  said  what  he  had  come 
to  say. 

"  To-day,"  he  said,  "  when  I  called— your  servant  told  me 
you  were  not  at  home." 

She  paused  a  moment  before  answering,  but  when  she  did 
answer  he  trembled  no  more. 

"  That  was  unfortunate,"  she  said. 

"  It  was  not  true — I  saw  you  at  the  window." 

She  looked  him  quietly  in  the  face,  answering  him  in  two 
words. 

"  Did  you  ?  " 

He  turned  on  his  heel  and  walked  away.  His  brain  whirled ; 
he  did  not  know  how  he  got  out  of  the  room.  He  was  scarcely 
conscious  of  existence  until  he  found  himself  out-o -doors.  He 
got  beyond  the  gate  and  into  the  road,  and  to  the  end  of  the 

a.a,  uut  tiicic  lie  sLupp-cLi  unu  luriicu  uack.  rie  went  back 
until  he  found  he  was  opposite  the  house  again,  looking  up  at 
the  lighted  window,  he  did  not  know  why.     A  sharp  rain  was 
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falling,  but  he  did  not  feel  it.  He  stood  staring  at  the  window, 
mechanically  plucking  at  the  leaves  on  the  hedge  near  him. 
He  scarcely  knew  whether  it  was  a  curse  or  a  sob  which  fell 
from  his  lips  and  awakened  him  at  last. 

"  Am  I  going  mad  ?  "  he  said,  "  Do  men  go  mad  through 
such  things  ?  God  forbid  !  It  has  all  been  a  lie— a  lie — a 
lie  ! ! " 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

"  ANOTHER    MAN  !  " 

In  two  days  Haworth  returned.  He  came  from  the  station 
one  morning,  not  having  been  home.  He  dii'  not  go  to  the 
Works,  but  to  the  bank  and  straight  into  Ffrench's  private 
room. 

The  look  this  unhappy  gentleman  gave  him  when  he  saw 
him  was  a  queer  mixture  of  anxiety,  furtive  query,  and  amiably 
frank  welcome, — the  frank  welcome  a  very  faint  element  indeed, 
though  it  was  brought  to  light  by  a  violent  effort.  Haworth 
shut  the  door  and  locked  it,  and  then  turned  upon  him,  his 
face  black  with  rage. 

" Say  sumn.at  !  "  he  ground  out  through  his  teeth.  "Say 
summat  as'll  keep  me  from  smashing  every  bone  in  your  body  !" 

Ffrench  gave  him  one  hopeless  glance  and  wilted  into  a 
drooping,  weekly  protesting,  humiliated  figure. 

"  Don't — don't  be  so  severe,  Haworth,"  he  said,    "  I — I " 

"Blast  you!"  burst  in  Haworth,  pitilessly.  "You've 
ruined  me  ! " 

He  ;  poke  under  his  breath.  No  one  in  the  room  beyond 
could  hear  a  word,  but  it  was  a  thousand  times  more  terrible 
than  if  he  had  roared  at  the  top  of  liis>  voice,  as  was  his  custom 
when  things  went  amiss. 

"  V'ou've  ruined  me  !  "  he  repeated.     "  You  /     A  chap  that's 
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played  gentleman  manufacturer;  a  chap  I've  laughed  at-  a 

chap  I  took  in  to  serve  my  own  ends— ruined  me,  by "  ' 

"  Oh,  no,  no  1  "  the  culprit  cried  out  "  My  dear  fellow 
no  !     No,  no  ! " 

Haworth  strode  up  to  him  and  struck  his  fist  against  the 
table. 

"  Have  I  ever  told  you  a  word  of  what  was  going  on  ?  "  he 
demanded. 

"  No  I     No  !  " 

"  Have  I  ever  let  you  be  aught  but  what  I  swore  you  should 
be  at  th'  first— a  fellow  to  play  second  fiddle  and  do  what  he 
was  told  ?  " 

Ffrench  turned  pale.  A  less  hard  nature  would  have  felt 
more  symyathy  for  him. 

"  No,"  he  answered,  "  you  have  not,"  and  his  chin  dropped 
on  his  breast. 

Haworth  si  ook  his  fist  in  his  face.  He  was  in  a  frenzy  of 
rage  and  despair. 

•*  It's  been  going  from  bad  to  worse  for  six  months,"  he 
said ;  "  but  you  were  not  up  to  seeing  it  stare  you  in  the  face. 
Strikes  are  the  things  for  trade  to  thrive  on  !  One  place  after 
another  gone  dcwn  and  Jem  Haworth's  stood  up.  Jem 
Haworth's  outdone  'em  all.  I've  not  slept  for  three  month, 
my  lad.  I've  fought  it  like  a  tiger !  I've  not  left  a  stone 
unturned.  I've  held  my  mouth  shut  and  my  eyes  open,— aye, 
and  held  my  breath,  too.  I've  swore  every  time  I  saw  daylight 
that  I'd  hold  it  out  to  the  end  and  show  'em  all  what  Haworth 
was  made  off,  and  how  he  stood  when  th'  nobs  went  down  at 
the  first  drive.  I'd  sooner  have  hell  than  what's  bound  to 
come  now!  And  it's  you  that's  done  it.  You've  lost  me 
twenty  thousand  pound— twenty  thousand,  when  ten's  worth 
more  to  me  than  a  hundred  was  a  twelvemonth  since  1 " 

Ffrench  quailed  like  a  woman. 

"Are— are  you  going  to  murder  me?"  he  said.      "You 
look  as  if  you  were." 
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Haworth  Mirned  on  his  heel. 

•*  You're  not  worth  it,"  he  answered,  "  or  1  d  do  it,  by  the 
Lord  Harry." 

Then  he  came  back  to  him. 

"  I've  paid  enow  for  what  I've  never  had,  by  George,"  he 
said,  with  bitter  grimness. 

"  For  what  you  have "  Ffrench  began. 

Haworth  stopped  him  by  flinging  ' '.mself  down  in  a  chair 
near  him — so  near  that  their  "^ices  were  brought  within  uncom- 
fortable close  range  of  each  other.  There  was  no  avoiding 
his  eye. 

"  You  know  what,"  he  sneered.     *'  None  better." 

"  I "  Ffrench  faltered. 

"Blast  you!"  said  Haworth      "Vci  tnayed  her  like  bait 
to  a  fish — in  your  genileman's  fashion." 

Ffrench  felt  a  little  sick      It  was  not  unnatural  that  he 
hould.     A  man  of  refined  instincts  likes  less  than  any  other 
man  to  be  confronted  brutally  with  the  fact  tb?'  he  has,  how 
ever  delicately,  tampered  with  a  coarseness. 

Hawoith  went  on. 

"  You  knew  how  to  do  it,  and  you  did  it — gentleman  way 
You  knew  me  and  you  knew  I  was  hard  hit  and  you  knew  I'd 
make  a  big  throw.  That  was  between  us  two,  though  we  never 
said  a  word.  I'd  never  give  up  a  thing  in  my  life  before  and 
I  was  mad  for  her.  She  knew  how  to  hold  me  off  and  gave 
me  plenty  to  think  of.  What  else  had  you,  my  lad  ?  *  Ha 
worth's'  didn't  want  a  gentleman;  'Haworth's'  didn't  want 
brass,  and  you  had  none  to  give  him  if  it  did.  It  wasn't  j<7« 
who  was  took  into  partner;  it  was  what  Jem   Haworth  was 

aiming  at — and  has  missed,  by " 

He  got  up,  and,  pushing  his  chair  back,   made  a  stride  to 
ward  the  door.     Ffrench  was  sure  he  was  going  away  without 
another  word,  but  he  suddenly  stopped  and  turned  back. 
"  I'd  sooner  take  hell  than  what's  comin',"  he  repeated  in  9, 
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hoarse  whisper.     "  And  it's  you  that  brought  it  on  me;  but  if 
I'd  got  what  I  aimed  at,  it  might  have  come  and  welcome." 

Then  he  went  out. 

He  went  across  to  the  Works,  and,  going  into  his  room,  he 
found  Murdoch  standing  at  one  of  the  windows  gazing  out  at 
something  in  the  street.  He  was  haggard  and  gaunt  and  had 
a  vacant  look.  It  occurred  to  Haworth  that  some  sudden 
physical  ailment  had  attacked  him.     He  went  up  to  his  side. 

"  What  have  you  found,  lad  ?"  he  demanded. 

The  next  instant  his  own  eyes  discovered  what  it  was.  An 
open  carriage  was  just  drawing  up  before  the  bank.  Rachel 
Ffrench  sat  in  it,  and  Saint  M^ran  was  with  her. 

He  looked  at  them  a  second  or  so  and  then  looked  at  Mur- 
doch— at  his  wretched  face  and  hollow  eyes.  An  unsavory 
exclamation  burst  from  him. 

"What !"  he  cried  out  after  it.  "There's  another  man,  is 
there?     ls,\tthatr' 

"  Yes,"  was  Murdoch's  monotonous  reply.  "  There's  another 
man." 
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The  same  evening  M.  Saint  M^ran  had  the  pleasure  of  meet- 
ing a  person  of  whom  he  had  heard  much,  and  in  whom  he 
was  greatly  interested.  This  person  was  the  master  of 
"Haworth's,"  who  came  in  after  dinner. 

If  he  had  found  Murdoch  a  little  trying  and  wearisome,  M. 
Saint  M^ran  found  Haworth  astounding.  He  was  not  at  all 
prepared  for  him.  When  he  walked  into  the  room  as  if  it 
were  his  own,  gave  a  bare  half  nod  to  Ffrench,  and  carried  him- 
self aggressively  to  Miss  Ffrench 's  side.  Saint  Meran  was  trans- 
fixed with  astonishment.  He  had  heard  faint  rumors  of 
something  like  this  before,  but  he  never  dreamed  of  seeing  it 
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He  retreated  within  himself  and  proceeded  to  study  minutely 
the  manners  and  characteristics  of  the  successful  manufactur 
ers  of  Great  Britain. 

J'^l  ''.\7  ^?'^''"  ^'  ''•^'  ""''^  '°^^  ^^^^^«"^'  to  Miss 
Ffrench.     "  Very  large  mdeed." 

"That,"  replied  Miss  Ffrench,  "is  probably  the  result  of 
the  iron  trade." 

The  truth  was  that  he  seemed  to  fill  the  room.  The  time 
had  passed  when  he  was  ill  at  ease  in  the  house.  Now  he 
was  cool  to  defiance.  Ffrench  had  never  found  him  so 
embarrassmg  as  he  was  upon  this  particular  evening  He 
spoke  very  little,  sitting  in  his  chair  silent,  with  a  gloomy  and 
brooding  look.  When  he  directed  his  attention  upon  any  one 
It  was  upon  Rachel.  The  prolonged  gaze  which  he  occasion^ 
ally  fixed  upon  :.er  was  one  of  evil  scrutiny,  which  stirred  her 
usually  cool  blood  not  a  little.  She  never  failed,  however  to 
meet  it  with  composure.  At  last  she  did  a  daring  thing 
Under  cover  of  a  conversauon  between  her  father  and  Saint 
M^ran,  she  went  to  the  table  at  his  side  and  began  to  turn 
over  the  books  upon  it.  ^ 

"  r  think,"  she  said,  in  an  undertone,  « that  you  have  some- 
thing to  say  to  me." 

"Aye,"  he  answered,  "I  have  that,  and  the  time '11  come 
when  I  shall  say  it.  too." 

"You  think  I'm  afraid  to  hear  it,"  she  continued.  "  Follow 
me  into  the  next  room  and  see." 

Then  she  addressed  her  father,  speaking  aloud. 

"  Vour  plans  for  the  new  bank  are  in  the  next  room,  I  believe  " 
she  said.     "  I  wish  to  show  them  to  Mr.  Haworth." 

Y— yes,"  he  admitted,  somewhat  reluctantly.  "  They  are 
on  my  table." 

Shejjassed  through  the  folding  doors  and  Haworth  followed 
her.  She  stopped  at  one  of  the  windows  and  waited  for  him 
to  speak,  and  it  was  during  this  moment  in  which  she  waited 
that  he  saw   m   her  face  what  he  had  not  seen  before— a 
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faint  pallor  and  a  change  which  was  not  so  much  a  real  change 
as  the  foreshadowing  of  one  to  come.  He  saw  it  now  because 
it  chanced  that  the  light  struck  full  upon  her. 

"  Now,"  she  said,  **  say  your  say.  But  let  me  tell  you  that 
1  shall  listen,  not  because  I  feel  a  shadow  of  interest  in  it,  but 
because  I  /inow  you  thought  I  shrank  from  hearing  it." 

He  pushed  opened  the  French  window  and  strode  on  to  the 
terrace. 

"  Step  out  here,"  he  said. 

She  went  out. 

**  This,"  he  said,  glancing  about  him,  *'  this  is  th'  place  you 
stood  on  th'  night  you  showed  yourself  to  the  strikers." 

She  made  no  answer. 

"  It's  as  good  a  place  as  any,"  he  went  on.  "  I'm  going  to 
have  it  out  with  you,"  he  said,  with  bitter  significance. 

Then,  for  the  first  time,  it  struck  her  that  she  had  over- 
stepped the  mark  and  done  a  dangerous  thing,  but  she  would 
have  borne  a  great  deal  sooner  than  turn  back,  and  so  she 
remained. 

"  I've  stood  it  a  long  time,"  he  said,  "  and  now  I'm  going  to 
reckon  up.  There's  a  good  bit  of  reckoning  to  be  done  be- 
twixt you  and  me,  for  all  you've  held  me  at  arm's  length," 

"  I  am  glad,"  she  put  in,  "  that  you  acknowledge  that  I 
did  hold  you  at  arm's  length,  and  that  you  were  not  blind 
to  it."    ' 

"  Oh,"  he  answered,  "  I  wasn't  blind  to  it,  no  more  than 
you  were  blind  to  the  other ;  and  from  first  to  last  it's  been 
my  comfort  to  rem.ember  that  you  weren't  blind  to  the  other 
— that  you  knew  it  as  well  as  I  did.     I've  held  to  that." 

He  came  close  to  her. 

"  When  I  give  up  what  I  l  worked  twenty  year  to  get,  what 
did  I  give  up  for  ?  For  you.    When  I  took  Ffrench  in  partner, 
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His  close  presence  in  the  shadow  was  so  intolerable  to  her 
that  she  could  have  cried  out,  but  she  did  not. 

"  You  made  a  poor  bargain,"  she  remarked. 

"  Aye,  a  poor  bargain  ;  but  you  were  one  in  il.  You  bore 
it  in  your  mind,  and  you've  bore  it  there  from  then  till  now, 
and  I've  got  a  hold  on  you  through  it  that's  worth  sumniat 
to  me,  if  I  never  came  nigh  nor  touched  you.  You  knew  it, 
and  you  let  it  be.  No  other  chap  can  pay  more  for  you  than 
Jem  Haworth's  paid.     I've  got  that  to  think  of." 

She  made  a  gesture  with  her  hand. 

"  I— I—hush  !  "  she  cried.     "  I  will  not  hear  it." 

*•  Stop  it,  if  you  call.  Call  'era  if  you  want,  and  let  'em  hear 
— th'  new  chap  and  all.  You  shall  hear,  if  all  Broxton  comes. 
I've  paid  twenty-five  year  of  work  and  sweat  and  grime  ;  I've 
paid  ' Haworth's'— lor  I'm  a  ruined  chap  as  I  stand  here;  and 
but  for  you  I'd  have  got  through." 

There  was  a  shock  in  these  last  words ;  if  they  were  true 
the  bl3w  would  fall  on  her  too." 

"  What,"  she  faltered—"  what  do  you  mean  ?  " 

•'Th'  strikes  begun  it,"  he  answered,  laconically,  "and," 
with  a  jerk  of  his  thumb  toward  the  room  in  which  her  father 
sat,  "  he  finished  it.  He  tried  some  of  his  gentleman  pranks  in 
a  quiet  way,  and  he  lost  money  on  'em.  He's  lost  it  again 
and  again,  and  tried  to  cover  it  with  fresh  shifts,  and  its 
•  Haworth's'  that  must  pay  for  'em.  It'll  come  sooner  or  later, 
and  you  may  make  up  your  mind  to  it." 

"What  were  you  doing?"  she  demanded,  sharply.  "You 
might  have  known " 

"  Aye,"  he  returned,  "  what  was  I  doing  ?  I  used  to  be  a 
sharp  chap  enow.  I've  not  been  as  sharp  i'  th'  last  twelve- 
month, and  he  was  up  to  it.  He  thought  it  was  his  own 
brass,  likely — he'd  give  summat  for  it  as  belonged  to  him." 

He  came  nearer  to  the  light  and  eyed  her  over. 

"  You've  had  your  day,"  he  said.  "  You've  made  a  worse 
chap  of  me  than  I  need  have  been.     You— you  lost  me  a 
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friend  ;  I  hadn^t  counted  that  in.  You've  done  worse  by  him 
than  you've  done  by  me.  He  was  th'  finer  mak'  of  th'  two, 
and  it'll  go  harder  with  him.  When  1  came  in,  he  was  hang- 
mg  about  the  roadside,  looking  up  at  the  house.  He  didn't 
see  me,  but  I  saw  him.  He'll  be  there  many  a  night,  I  dare 
say.     I'd  be  ready  to  swear  he's  there  now." 

"  Whom  do  you  mean  ?" 

"I  mean — Murdoch!" 

The  very  sound  of  his  own  voice  seemed  to  fire  him  with 
rage.  She  saw  a  look  in  his  eye  which  caused  her  to  shrink 
back.  But  she  was  too  late.  He  caught  her  by  the  arm  and 
dragged  her  toward  him. 

A  second  later  when  he  released  her,  she  staggered  to  one 
of  the  rustic  seats  and  sank  crouching  into  it,  hiding  her  face 
in  the  folds  of  her  dress.  She  had  not  cried  out,  however, 
nor  uttered  a  sound,  and  he  had  known  she  would  not. 

He  stood  looking  down  at  her. 

"  A  gentleman  wouldn't  have  'done  it,"  he  said,  hoarsely. 
"  I'm  not  a  gentleman.  You've  held  me  off  and  trampled  me 
under  foot.     That'll  leave  us  a  bit  even." 

And  he  turned  on  his  heel  and  walked  away  into  the  dark- 
ness. 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 

"  WHY  DO    YOU   CRY    FOR    ME  ?" 

When  he  said  that  he  had  seen  Murdoch  standing  in  the  road 
before  the  house,  he  had  spoken  the  truth.  It  was  also 
true  that  even  as  they  stood  upon  the  terrace  he  was  there 
still. 

He  was  there  every  night.  Where  he  slept  or  when,  or  if 
at  all,  his  mother  and  Christian  did  not  know  ;  they  only  knew 
that  he  never  spent  a  night  at  home.  They  barely  saw  him 
froiT.  day  to  day.     When  he  came  home  in  the  morning  and 
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evening,  it  was  to  sit  at  the  table,  rarely  speaking,  scarcely 
tasting  food,  only  drinking  greedily  the  cup  of  strong  coffee 
Christian  always  had  in  readiness  for  him.  The  girl  was  very 
good  to  him  in  these  days.  She  watched  him  in  terror  of  his 
unnatural  mood.  He  hardly  seemed  to  see  them  when  they 
were  in  the  room  with  him ;  his  eyes  were  hollow  and  burning 
bright;  he  grew  thin  and  narrow-chested  and  stooped;  his 
hands  were  unsteady  when  he  lifted  anything. 

When  she  was  alone,  Christian  said  to  herself  again  and 
again : 

*'  He  will  die.  There  is  no  help  for  it.  He  will  die— or 
worse." 

One  morning  she  came  down  to  find  him  lying  on  the  sofa 
with  closed  eyes  and  such  a  deathly  face  that  she  almost  cried 
out  aloud.  But  she  restrained  herself  and  went  into  the 
kitchen  as  if  to  perform  her  usual  tasks.  Not  long  afterward 
she  returned  carrying  a  little  tray  with  a  cup  of  hot  coffee  upon 
it. 

"  Will  you  drink  this  for  me  ?"  she  said  to  him. 

He  opened  his  eyes  a  little  impatiently,  but  he  sat  up  and 
drank  it. 

"  It's  very  good,"  he  said,  as  he  fell  back  again  into  his  oM 
position,  "but  you  mustn't  put  yourself  to  trouble  for  me." 

Afterward  the  coffee  was  always  ready  for  him  when  he 
came  in,  and  he  got  into  the  habit  of  drinking  it  mechanic- 
ally. 

The  books  he  had  been  accustomed  to  pore  over  at  every 
leisure  moment  lay  unopened.  He  neither  touched  nor  looked 
at  them. 

The  two  women  tried  to  live  their  lives  as  if  nothing  were 
happening.  They  studiously  avoided  questioning  or  appearing 
to  observe  him. 


said. 


She  showed  a  wonderful    gentleness  and  tact.     Until  long 
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afterward,  Mrs.  Murdoch  scarcely  knew  what  support  and  com- 
fort she  had  in  her.  Her  past  life  had  planted  in  her  a  readi- 
ness to  despair. 

"  He  is  like  his  father,"  she  said  once.  "  He  was  like  him 
as  a  child.  He  is  very  trusting  and  faithful,  but  when  his 
belief  is  gone  it  is  all  over.  He  has  given  up  as  his  father  did 
before  he  died.     He  will  act  try  to  live." 

He  did  not  try  to  live,  but  he  did  not  think  of  death.  He 
was  too  full  of  othc  r  gk  rbid  thoughts  He  could  not  follow 
any  idea  far.  A  thousand  of  them  crme  and  went,  and  in  the 
end  were  as  nothing. 

"  Why,"  he  kept  saying  to  himself  weakly  and  wearily, 
— "  wh;-  was  it  ?  What  had  I  done  ?  It  was  a  strange  thing 
to  choose  me  out  of  so  many.  I  was  hardly  worth  it.  To 
have  chof-en  csnot'ner  man  would  have  served  her  better." 

He  did  not  know  how  the  days  passed  at  the  Works.  The 
men  began  to  gaze  at  iiam  askance  and  mutter  when  he 
went  by. 

"  Th'  feyther  went  daft,"  they  said.  "  Is  this  chap  goin' 
th'  same  way?" 

It  was  only  tht;  look  of  his  face  which  made  them  say  so. 
He  got  through  hi  •  work  one  way  or  another.  But  the  days 
were  his  dread.  The  nights,  strange  and  dreadful  enough, 
were  better  than  the  l)road  daylight,  with  the  scores  of  hands 
about  him  and  the  clangor  of  hammers  and  the  whir  of 
machinery.  He  fell  into  the  habit  of  going  to  the  engine- 
room  and  standing  staring  at  the  engine,  fascinated  by  it. 
Once  he  drew  nearer  and  nearer  with  such  a  look  in  his  eye 
that  Floxham  began  to  regard  him  stealthily.  He  went  closer, 
pace  by  pace,  and  at  last  made  a  step  which  brought  a  shout 
from  Floxham,  who  sprang  upon  him  and  tore  him  away. 

"  What  art  at,  tha  foo'  ?"  he  yelled.     "  Does  tha  want  to  go 

**••«    »'!-    -•    ijtitittvi    : 

Wakening,  with  a  long  breath,  he  said  : 

"  I  forgot,  that  was  it.     I  was  thinking  of  another  thing." 
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The  tin\e  came  at  length  when  he  had  altered  so  that  when 
he  went  out  his  mother  and  Christian  often  sat  up  together 
half  the  night  trembling  with  a  fear  neither  of  them  would 
have  put  into  words.  As  they  sat  trying  to  talk,  each  would 
glance  at  the  other  stealthily,  and  when  their  eyes  met,  each 
would  start  as  if  with  some  guilty  thought. 

On  one  of  the  worst  and  most  dreadful  of  nights.  Christian 
suddenly  rose  from  her  seat,  crossed  the  hearth  and  threw 
herself  upon  her  knees  before  her  companion. 

"  I  am  going  out,"  she  said.  "  Don't— don't  try  to  keep 
me." 

"It  is  midnight/'  said  Mrs.  Murdoch,  "and— you  don't 
know  where  to  go." 

"  Yes,"  the  girl  returned,  "  I  do.  For  God's  sake,  let  me 
go  !     I  cannot  bear  it." 

The  woman  gave  her  a  long  look,  and  then  said  a  strange 
and  cruel  thing. 

"  You  had  better  stay  where  you  are.  It  is  not  you  he 
wanto." 

"No,"  she  said  bitterly,  "it  is  not  I  he  wants;  but  I  can 
find  him  and  make  sure— that — he  will  come  back.  And 
then  you  will  go  to  sleep."  She  left  her  in  spite  of  her  efforts 
to  detain  her.  She  was  utterly  fearless,  and  went  into  the 
night  as  if  there  was  no  such  thing  as  peril  on  earth. 

She  did  know  where  to  go  and  went  there.  Murdoch  was 
standing  opposite  the  house  in  which  Rachel  Ffrench  slept. 
She  went  to  him  and  put  her  hand  on  his  arm. 

"  What  are  you  doing  here  ?"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice.  He 
turned  ahd  gave  her  a  cold,  vacant  look.  He  did  not  seem  at 
all  surprised  at  finding  her  dark,  beautiful  young  face  at  his 
very  shoulder. 

"  I  don't  know.     Can  you  tell  me  ?" 

"  We  have  been  waiting  for  you,"  she  said.  "  We  cannot 
rest  when  you  are  away." 

"  Do  you  want  me  to  go  home  and  go  to  bed  decently  and 
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sleep  ?"  he  said.  "  Do  you  suppose  I  would  not,  if  I  could  ? 
I  always  start  from  here  and  come  back  here.  I  say  to  myself, 
*  It  will  take  me  an  hour  to  reach  the  place  where  I  can  see 
her  window.'  It  is  something  to  hold  one's  mind  in  check 
with.  This  rambling — and — and  forgetting  what  one  has 
meant  to  think  about  is  a  terrible  thing." 

"  Come  home  with  me,"  she  said.  "  We  will  not  talk.  You 
can  lie  on  the  sofa  and  we  will  go  away.  I  want  your  mother 
to  sleep." 

Something  in  her  presence  began  to  influence  him  to  a  saner 
mood. 

"What  are  you  doing  here  ?"  he  asked.     "  It  is  midnight." 

"  I  am  not  afraid.  I  could  not  bear  to  stay  in  the  house. 
We  sit  there " 

An  idea  seemed  to  strike  him  suddenly.  He  stopped  her 
and  asked  deliberately  : 

"  Did  you  come  because  you  thought  I  might  do  myself 
harm  ?  " 

She  would  not  answer,  and  after  waiting  a  second  or  so 
he  went  on  slowly  ; 

"  I  have  thought  I  might  myself — sometimes — but  never 
for  long.  You  have  no  need  to  fear.  I  am  always  stopped 
by  the  thought  that — perhaps — it  is  not  worth  it  after  all. 
When  things  look  clearer,  I  shall  get  over  it.  Yes — I  think  I 
shall  get  over  it — though  now  there  seems  to  be  no  end.  But 
— some  day — it  will  come — and  1  shall  get  over  it.  Don't  be 
afraid  that  I  shall  do  myself  harm.  If  I  am  not  killed — before 
the  end  comes — I  shall  not  kill  myself.  I  shall  know  it  was 
not  worth  it  after  all.  ' 

The  tears  had  been  running  down  her  cheeks  as  she  stood, 
but  she  bit  her  lip  and  forced  herself  to  breathe  evenly,  so 
that  he  might  not  find  her  out.  But  just  then,  as  he  moved,  a 
o'reat  droo  fell  u^on  the  back  of  his  hand.  He  stonned  and 
began  to  tremble. 
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"Good  heavens  !"  he  cried.  "You  are  crying.  Why  do 
you  cry  for  me  ?  " 

"  Because  I  cannot  help  it,"  she  said  in  a  half-whisper.  "  I 
do  not  cry  often.     I  never  cried  for  any  one  before." 

"  I'll  take  you  home,"  he  said,  moving  slowly  along  at  her 
side.     "  Don't  cry." 
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CHAPTER    XLV. 


IT  IS  WORSE  THAN  I  THOUGHT. 


A  WEEK  or  so  later  Saint  M^ran  went  away.  Ffrench  informed 
his  partner  of  this  fact  with  a  secret  hope  of  its  producing 
upon  him  a  somewhat  softening  effect.  But  Haworth  received 
the  statement  with  coldness. 

"  He'll  come  back  again,"  he  said.     "  Let  him  alone  for  that." 

The  general  impression  was  that  he  would  return.  The 
opinion  most  popular  in  the  more  humble  walks  of  Broxton 
society  was  that  he  had  gone  "  to  getten  hissen  ready  an'  ha' 
th'  papers  drawn  up,"  and  that  he  would  appear  some  fine  day 
with  an  imposing  retinue,  settle  an  enormous  fortime  upon 
Miss  Ffrench,  and  having  been  united  to  her  with  due  grandeur 
and  solemnity,  would  disappear  with  her  to  indefinitely  "furrin" 
parts. 

There  seemed  to  belittle  change  in  Rachel  Ffrench's  life  and 
manner,  however.  She  began  to  rather  pay  more  strict  atten- 
tion to  her  social  duties,  and  consequently  went  out  oftener. 
This  might  possibly  be  attributed  to  the  fact  that  remaining 
in-doors  was  somewhat  dull.  Haworth  and  Murdoch  came  no 
more,  and  after  Saint  Me'ran's  departure  a  sort  of  silence 
seemed  to  fall  upon  the  house.  Ffrench  himself  felt  it  when 
he  came  in  at  night,  and  was  naturally  restless  under  it. 
Perhaps  Miss  Ffrench  felt  it,  too,  though  she  did  not  say  so. 

One  morning,  Janey  Briarley,  sitting  nursing  the  baby  in  the 
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door- way  of  the  cottage,  glanced  upward  from  her  somewhat 
arduous  task  to  find  a  tail  graceful  figure  standing  before  her 
m  the  sun.  She  had  been  too  busilv  engaged  to  hear  footsteps, 
and  there  had  been  no  sonnd  of  carriage-wheels,  so  the  visitor 
had  come  upon  her  entirely  unawares. 

It  cannot  be  said  she  received  her  graciously.  Her  whilom 
admiration  had  been  much  tempted  by  sharp  distrust  very 
early  in  her  acquaintance  with  its  object. 

"Art  tha  coomin'  in?"  she  asked  unceremoniously. 

"  Yes,"  said  Miss  Ffrench,  "  I  aai  coming  in." 

Janey  got  up  and  made  room  for  her  to  pass,  and  when  she 
had  passed  gave  her  a  chair,  very  much  overweighted  by  the 
biijy  .tft  she  r'id  so. 

"  Does  tha  want  to  see  mother?" 

"  If  your  mothei  is  busy,  you  will  serve  every  purpose.  The 
housekeeper  told  me  that  Mrs.  Dixon  was  ill,  and  as  I  was 
passing  I  thought  I  would  come  in." 

Janey's  utter  disbelief  in  this  explanation  was  a  sentiment 
not  easily  concealed,  even  by  an  adepl  at  controlling  facial 
expression,  and  she  was  not  an  adept.  But  Miss  Ffrench  was 
not  at  all  embarrassed  by  any  demonstration  of  a  lack  of  faith 
vvhich  she  might  have  perceived.  W!>en  Janey  resumed  her 
seat,  she  broke  the  siience  by  an  entirely  unexpected  observa- 
tion. She  touched  the  baby  delicately  ii  th^  point  of  her 
parasol — very  delicately  indeed 

"  I  suppose,"  she  remarked,  "  that  tl  '  is  an  extremely 
handsome  child." 

This  with  the  au  of  one  inquiring  for  informati 

"  Nay,  he  is  na,"  r-torted  Janey  unrelentingly.  «'  He  good 
^now,  bu  he  nivver  wur  hun  wi'  good  looks.  None  on 'em 
wur,  an'  he's  fou'est  o'  th'  lot.  I  should  think  tha  could  see 
that  fur  thy;   n." 

'  Oh,"  replied  Miss  Ffrench,  "  then  I  suppose  I  am  wrong. 
My  uiea  was  that  at  that  age  children  all  looked  alike." 
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"  Loike  him  ?  "  said  Janey  dryly.      "  Did  tha  think  as  tha 
did  ?  " 

As  the  young  Briarley  in  question  was  of  a  stolid  and  un- 

inamental  type,  uncertain  of  feature  and  noticeable  chiefly 
lor  a  large  and  unusually  bald  head  of  phrenologic  al  develop- 
r  ent,  this  gave  the  matter  an  entirely  novel  aspect. 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Miss  F french,  "  I  scarcely  regarded  it  from 
that  point  of  view," 

'1  hen  she  changed  the  subject. 

"  How  is  Mrs.  Dixon  ?  "  sh    enquired. 

"  She's  neyther  better  nor  worse,"  was  the  answer,  "  an'  a 
mort  o'  trouble  " 

*'  That  is  unfortunate.     Who  cares  for  her  ? " 

•'  Mother.     She's  th'  on'y  oiv   as  can  do  owt  wi'her." 

**  Is  there  no  one  else  she  has  a  fancy  for— your  fathe  for 
instance  ?  "  inquired  Miss  Ffrench. 

"  She  conna  bide  th'  soight  u'  him,  an'  he's  feart  to  go  nigh 
her.  Th'  on'y  man  as  she  ivver  looked  at  wur  Murdoch," 
answered  Janey. 

"  I  think  I  remember  his  saying  she  had  made  friends  with 
him.     Is  she  as  fond  of  him  now  ?  " 

"  T  dunnot  know  as  I  could  ca'  it  bein'  fond  on  him.  She 
is  na  fond  o'  nobody.  But  she  says  he's  getten  a  bit  more 
sense  than  th'  common  run." 

"It  is  rather  good-natured  on  his  part  to  come  to  see 
her " 

•*  He  does  na  coom  to  see  her.  He  has  na  been  nigh  th' 
house  fur  a  month.  He's  been  ill  hissen  or  summat.  He's 
up  an'  about,  but  he'd  getten  a  face  loike  Death  th'  last  toime 
I  seed  hin^      Happen  he  s  goin  off  loike  his  feyther." 

"  How  is  that  ?  " 

"  Did  na  tha  i  >  ,■■  with  some  impatience,  "as  he  went  crazy 
over  suuiraat  he   «i  .kkin',  an*  deed  cause  he  could  na 

mak'  out  to  finish  h  ?     It's  th'  verv  thing  Murdoch  took  up 
hissen  an'  th'  stroikci;,  wur  so  set  ag'm." 
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"  1  think  I  remember.  There  was  a  story  about  the  father. 
Do  you — think  he  is  really  ill?" 

"  Murdoch  ?  Aye,  I  do.  — Mak'less  noise,  Tummos  Henry!" 
(This  to  the  child.) 

"  That  is  a  great  pity.     Ah,  there  is  the  carriage." 

One  of  her  gloves  had  been  lying  upon  her  lap.  When  she 
stood  up  it  dropped.  She  bent  to  pick  it  up,  and  as  she  did 
so  something  fell  tinkling  upon  the  flag  floor  and  rolled  under 
a  table.  It  was  one  of  her  rings.  Janey  brought  it  back  to 
her. 

"  It  mun  ha'  been  too  large  fur  thee,"  she  said,  or  tha'rt  getiin' 
thin.  Seems  loike  tha'rt  a  bit  different  to  what  tha  wur,"  with 
a  glance  at  her. 

"  Never  mind  that,"  she  answered  sharply,  as  she  handed 
her  some  money.     "  Give  this  to  your  mother." 

And  she  dropped  the  ring  into  her  purse  instead  of  putting 
it  on  again  and  went  out  to  her  carriage. 

Janey  stood  and  watched  her. 

"She  is  a  bit  thinner,  or  summat,"  she  remarked,  "but  she 
need  na  moind  that.  It's  genteel  enow  to  be  thin,  an'  I  dunnot 
know  as  it  ud  hurt  her." 

Rachel  Ffrench  went  home,  and  the  same  afternoon  Mur 
doch  came  to  her  for  the  last  time. 

He  had  not  intended  to  come.  In  his  wildest  moments  he 
had  never  thought  of  going  to  her  again,  but  as  he  passed  along 
the  road,  intending  to  spend  the  afternoon  in  wandering  across 
the  country,  he  looked  up  at  the  windows  of  the  house,  and  a 
strange  fancy  seized  upon  him.  Ht.  would  go  in  and  ask  her 
the  question  he  had  asked  himself  again  and  again.  It  did 
not  seem  to  him  at  the  time  a  strange  thing  to  do.  It  looked 
wonderfully  simple  and  natural  in  his  strained  and  unnatural 
mood.     He  turned  in  at  the  gate  with  only  one  feeling— that 
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saw  him  come  up  the  path,  and  wondered  if  the  man  at  the 
door  would  remember  the  charge  she  had  given   him.     It 
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chanced  that  he  did  not  remember,  or  that  he  was  thrown  off 
his  guard.  She  heard  feet  on  the  stairs  in  a  few  seconds,  and 
almost  immediately  Murdoch  was  in  the  ro)-..  What  she 
thought  when,  being  brought  thus  near  to  h»..,  ne  saw  and 
recognized  the  dreadful  change  in  him,  God  knows.  She  sup- 
ported herself  with  her  hand  upon  the  back  of  her  chair  as 
she  rose.  There  was  a  look  in  his  face  almost  wolfish.  He 
would  not  sit  down,  and  in  three  minutes  broke  through  the 
barrier  of  her  effort  at  controlling  him.  It  was  impossible  for 
her  to  control  him  as  she  might  have  controlled  another  man. 
*•  I  have  only  a  few  words  to  say,"  he  said.  "  I  have  come 
to  ask  you  a  question.  I  think  that  is  all— only  to  ask  you  a 
question." 

"  Will  you  tell  me,"  he  said,  "  what  wrong  I  have  done  you  ?" 
She  put  her  other  hand  on  the  chair  and  held  it  firmly. 
"  Will  you  tell  me,"  she  said,  almost  in  a  whisper,   "  what 
wrong  I  have  done  you  ?" 

She  remained  so.,  looking  at  him  and  he  at  her  with  a  terrible 
helplessness  through  a  moment  of  dead  silence. 

She  dropped  her  face  upon  her  hands  as  she  held  the  chair, 
and  so  stood. 
He  fell  back  a  pace,  gazing  at  her  still. 
"  I  have  heard  of  women  who  fancied  themselves  injured," 
he  said,  "  planning  to  revenge  themselves  upon  the  men  who 
had  intentionally  or  unintentionally  wounded  their  pride.     I 
remember  such  things  in  books  I  have  read,  not  in  real  life, 
and  once  or  twice  the  thought  has  crossed  my  mind  that  at 
some  time  in  the  past  I  might,  in  my  poor  ignorance  have  pre- 
sumed— or — or  blundered  in  some  way  to — anger  you — and 
that  this  has  been  my  punishment.     It  is  only  a  wild  thought, 
but  it  was  a  straw  to  cling  to,  and  I  would  rather  believe  it, 
wild  as  it  is,  than  believe  that  what  you  have  done  has  been 
done  wantonly.     Can  it  be — is  it  true?" 
"  No." 
But  she  did  not  lift  her  face. 
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"  It  is  not  ?" 
"  No." 

"  Then  it  is  worse  than  I  thought," 

He  said  the  words  slowly  and  clearly,  and  they  were  his  last. 
Having  said  them,  he  went  away  without  a  backward  glance. 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 


ONCE  AGAIN. 


In  half  an  hour's  time  Murdoch  had  left  Broxton  far  behind 
h.m.  He  had  left  the  open  road  and  rambled  across  fields 
and  through  lanes.  The  people  in  the  farm-houses  who  knew 
him,  saw  him  pass  looking  straight  before  him  and  walking 
steadily  like  a  man  with  an  end  in  view. 

His  mind  was  full  of  one  purpose — the  determination  to 
control  himself  and  keep  his  brain  clear. 

"  IVbw,"  he  said,  "  let  me  think  it  over — now  let  me  look  at 
it  in  cold  blood." 

The  effort  he  made  was  something  gigantic ;  it  was  a  matter 
of  physical  as  well  as  mental  force.  He  had  wavered  and  been 
vague  long  enough.  Now  the  time  had  come  to  rouse  him- 
self through  sheer  power  of  will,  or  give  up  the  reins  and  drift 
with  the  current,  a  lost  man. 

At  dusk  he  reached  Dillup,  and  roamed  about  the  streets, 
half  conscious  ol  his  surroundings.  The  Saturday  night  shop- 
ping was  going  on,  and  squalid  women  hurrying  past  him  with 
their  baskets  on  their  arms  glanced  up,  wondering  at  his  dark 
face  and  preoccupied  air. 

"  He's  noan  Dillup,"  they  said  ;  one  good  woman  going  so 
fiir  as  to  add  that  "  she  did  na  loike  th'  looks  on  him  neyther," 
with  various  observations  upon  the  moral  character  of  foreign- 
ers in  general.  He  saw  nothing  of  the  sensation  he  created^ 
however.     He  rambled  about  eratically  until  he  felt  the  need 
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of  rest  and  then  went  into  a  clean  little  shop  and  bought  some 

simple  food  and  ate  it,  sitting  upon  the  tall  stool  before  the 

counter,  watched  by  the  stout,  white-aproned  matron  in  charge. 

"  Tha  looks  poorly,  mester,"  she  said,  as  she  handed  him 

his  change. 

He  started  a  little  on  hearing  her  voice,  but  recovered  him- 
self readily. 

"On  no,"  he  said.  "I'm  right  enough,  I  think.  I'm  an 
American,  and  I  suppose  we  are  rather  a  gaunt-looking  lot  as 

a  rule." 

"  'Merikin,  art  tha  ?  "  she  replied.  "  Well  to  be  sure  !  Hap- 
pen that's  it"  (good-naturedly).  "  I've  alius  heerd  they  wur  a 
poor  color.     'Merikin!     Well— sure-/y  /  " 

The  fact  of  his  being  an  American  seemed  to  impress  her 
deeply.  She  received  his  thanks  (she  was  not  often  thanked 
by  her  customers)  as  a  mysterious  though  not  disagreeable 
result  of  his  nationality,  and  as  he  closed  the  door  after  him 
he  heard,  as  an  accompaniment  to  the  tinkling  of  the  shop- 
bell,  her  amiably  surprised  ejaculation,  "  A  'Merikin  !     Well— 

sure-/y  P'' 

A  few  miles  from  Broxton  there  was  a  substantial  little  stone 
bridge  upon  which  he  had  often  sat.  In  passing  it  again  and 
again  it  had  gradually  become  a  sort  of  resling-place  for  him. 
It  was  at  a  quiet  point  of  the  road,  and  sitting  upon  it  he  had 
thought  out  many  a  problem.  When  he  reached  it  on  his  way 
back  he  stopped  and  topk  his  usual  seat,  looking  down  into  the 
slow  little  stream  beneath,  and  resting  against  the  low  buttress. 
He  had  not  come  to  work  out  a  problem  now ;  he  felt  that  he 
had  worked  his  problem  out  in  the  past  six  hours. 
"    "  It  was  not  worth  it,"  he  said.     "  No— it  was  not  worth  it 

after  all." 

When  he  went  on  his  way  again  he  was  very  tired,  and  he 

1 1   J M l,«*V>o^    \(  MfVion  V>p  oninti    npnr  flip  cAi\   mic. 
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erable  stopping-place,  he  should  not  falter  and  feel  the  fascina- 
tion strong  upon  him  again.     He  had  an  annoying  fear  of  the 
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mere  possibility  of  such  a  thing.  When  he  saw  the  light 
striking  slantwise  upon  the  trees  it  might  draw  him  toward  it 
as  it  Lad  done  so  often  before— even  in  spite  of  his  determina- 
tion and  struggles. 

Half  a  mile  above  the  house  a  great  heat  ran  over  him  and 
then  a  deadly  chill,  but  he  went  on  steadily.  Theie  was  this 
for  him,  that  fo.  the  first  time  he  could  think  clearly  and  not 
lose  himself. 

He  came  nearer  to  it  and  nearer,  and  it  grew  in  brightness. 
He  fancied  he  had  never  seen  it  so  bright  before.  He  looked 
up  at  it  and  then  away.  He  was  glad  that  having  once  looked 
he  could  turn  away ;  there  had  been  many  a  night  when  he 
could  not.  Then  he  was  under  the  shadow  of  the  trees  and 
knew  that  his  dread  had  been  only  a  fancy  and  that  he  was  a 
saner  man  than  he  had  thought.  And  the  light  was  left  be- 
hind him  and  he  did  not  look  back,  but  went  on. 

When  he  reached  home  the  house  was  utterly  silent.  He 
entered  with  his  latch-key  and  finding  all  dark  went  up  stairs 
noiselessly. 

The  door  of  his  own  room  was  closed,  and  when  he  opened 
it  he  found  darkness  there  also.  He  struck  a  match  and 
turned  on  the  light.  For  a  moment  its  sudden  glare  blinded 
him,  and  then  he  turned  involuntarily  toward  the  farther  cor- 
ner of  the  room.  Why  he  did  so,  he  did  not  know  at  the 
time,— the  movement  was  the  result  of  an  uncontrollable  im- 
pulse,— but  after  he  had  looked  he  knew. 

The  light  shone  upon  the  empty  chair  in  its  old  place— and 
upon  the  table  and  ui)on  the  model  standing  on  it ! 

He  did  not  utter  any  exclamation  ;  strangely  enough,  he  did 

not  at  first  feel  any  shock  or  surprise.     He  advanced  toward  it 

slowly.     But  when  at  last  he  stood  near  it,  the  shock  came. 

His  heart  beat  as  if  it  would  burst. 

"  What  falseness  is  thpr^   in    mo  "  u^   — :-,j    ^.i.  _.  t    l     u 
-^  .,    Hv  vucu,      ihat  1  should 

have for^oiten  it?" 

He  was  stricken  with  burning  shame.     He  did  not  ask  him- 
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self how  it  was  that  it  stood  there  in  its  place.  He  thought  of 
nothing  but  the  lack  in  himself  which  was  so  deep  a  humilia- 
tion. Everything  else  was  swept  away.  He  sank  mto  the 
chair  and  sat  staring  at  it. 

"  I  had  forgotten  it,"  he  said,~/orgof^en  it." 

And  then  he  put  out  his  hand  and  touched  and  moved  it— 
and  drew  it  toward  him. 

About  an  hour  afterward  he  was  obliged  to  go  down-stairs 
for  somethmg  he  needed.  It  was  to  the  sitting-room  he  went 
and  when  he  pushed  the  door  open  he  found  a  dim  light  burn- 
mg  and  saw  that  some  one  was  lying  upon  the  sofa.  His  Hrst 
thought  was  that  it  was  his  mother  who  had  waited  for  him 
but  It  was  not  she— it  was  Christian  Murdoch,  fast  asleep  with 
her  face  upon  her  arm. 

Her  hat  and  gloves  were  thrown  upon  the  table  and  she  still 
wore  a  long  gray  cloak  which  was  stained  and  damp  about  the 
hem.  He  saw  this  as  soon  as  he  saw  her  face  and  no  sooner 
saw  than  he  understood. 

He  went  to  the  sofa  and  stood  a  moment  looking  dovn  at 
her,  and,  though  he  did  not  speak  or  stir,  she  awakened 

She  sat  up  and  pushed  her  cloak  aside,  and  he  spoke  to  her 

"  It  was  you  who  brought  it  back,"  he  said. 

"  Yes,"  she  answered  quietly.  <'  I  thought  that  if  vou  saw  it 
m  the  old  place  agam,  you  would  remember." 

"  Vou  did  not  forget  it." 

"  I  had  nothing  else  to  think  of,"  was  her  simple  reply 

"  I  must  seem  a  poor  sort  of  fellow  to  you,"  he  said  wearily 
"  I  am  a  poor  sort  of  fellow." 

"No,"  she  said,  "or  I  should  not  have  thought  it  worth 
while  to  bring  it  back." 

He  glanced  down  at  her  dress  and  then  u 
Vou  had  better  go  upstairs  to  bed,"  he 


has  made  your  dress  and  cloak  da 
you  have  done. 
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She  got  up  and  turned  away. 

"  Good-night,"  she  said. 

"  Good-night,"  he  answered,  and  watched  her  out  of  the 

room. 

Then  he  found  what  he  required  and  went  back  to  his  work ; 
only,  more  than  once  as  he  bent  over  it,  he  thought  again  of 
the  innocent  look  of  her  face  as  it  had  rested  upon  her  arm 
while  she  slept. 

CHAPTER  XLVII. 
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A    FOOTSTEP. 

He  went  out  no  more  at  night.  From  the  moment  he  laid  his 
hand  upon  the  model  again  he  was  safer  than  he  knew. 
Gradually  the  old  fascination  re-asserted  itself.  There  were 
hours  of  lassitude  and  weariness  to  be  borne,  and  moments  of 
unutterable  bitterness  and  disgust  for  life,  in  which  he  had  to 
fight  sharp  battles  against  the  poorer  side  of  his  nature ;  but 
always  at  the  worst  there  was  something  which  made  itself  a 
point  to  fix  thought  upon.  He  could  force  himself  to  think  of 
this  when,  if  he  had  had  no  purpose  in  view,  he  would  have 
been  a  lost  man.  The  keen  sense  of  treachery  to  his  own 
resolve  stung  him,  but  it  was  a  spur  after  all.  The  strength  of 
the  reaction  had  its  physical  effect  upon  him,  and  sometimes 
he  suddenly  found  himself  weak  to  exhaustion, — so  weak  that 
any  exertion  was  impossible,  and  he  was  obliged  to  leave  his 
post  at  the  Works  and  return  home  for  rest.  At  such  times  he 
lay  for  hours  upon  the  narrow  sofa  in  the  dull  little  room,  as 
his  father  had  done  long  before,  and  wore  a  look  so  like  him 
that,  one  day,  his  mother  coming  into  the  room  not  knowing 
he  was  there,  cried  out  aloud  and  staggered  backward,  clutch- 
ing at  her  breast. 

Her  manner  toward  him  softened  greatly  in  these  days.     It 
was  more  what  it  had  been  m  his  boyhood,  when  she  had 
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watched  over  him  with  patient  and  unfailing  fondness.  Once 
he  awakened  to  see  her  standing  a  few  paces  from  his  side, 
seeming  to  have  been  there  some  moments. 

"  If_I  have  seemed  hard  to  you  in  your  trouble,"  she  said, 

"  forgive  me." 

She  spoke  without  any  prelude,  and  did  not  seem  to  expect 
any  answer,  turning  away  and  going  about  her  work  at  once, 
but  he  felt  that  he  need  feel  restless  and  chilled  in  her  presence 
no  longer. 

He  did  not  pursue  his  task  at  home,  but  took  the  model 
dt)wn  to  the  Works  and  found  a  place  for  it  in  his  little  work- 
cell. 

The  day  he  did  so  he  was  favored  with  a  visit  from  Haworth. 
It  was  the  first  since  the  rupture  between  them.  Since  then 
they  had  worked  day  after  day  with  only  the  door  separating, 
they  had  known  each  other's  incomings  and  outgoings,  but  had 
been  so  far  apart  as  if  a  world  had  separated  them.  Haworth 
had  known  more  of  Murdoch  than  Murdoch  had  known  of 
him.  No  change  in  him  had  escaped  his  eye.  He  had  seen 
him  struggle  and  reach  his  climax  at  last.  He  had  jeered  at 
him  as  a  poor  enough  fellow  with  fine,  white-livered  fancies, 
and  a  woman's  way  of  bearing  himself.  He  had  raged  at  and 
cursed  him,  and  now  and  then  had  been  lost  in  wonder  at  him, 
but  he  had  never  fathomed  him  from  first  to  last. 

But  within  the  last  few  weeks  his  mood  had  changed,— 
slowly,  it  is  true,  but  it  had  changed.  His  bearing  had  changed, 
too.  Murdoch  himself  gradually  awakened  to  a  recognition 
of  this  fact,  in  no  small  wonder.  He  was  less  dogged  and  ag- 
gressive, and  showed  less  ill-will. 

That  he  should  appear  suddenly,  almost  in  his  old  way,  was 
a  somewhat  startUng  state  of  affairs,  but  he  crossed  the  thres- 
hold coolly. 

He  sat  down  and  folded  his  arms  on  the  table. 

"  You  brought  summat  down  with  you  this  morning,"  he 
said.     "What  was  it?" 
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Murdoch  pointed  to  the  wooden  case,  which  stood  on  a 
shelf  a  few  feet  from  him. 
"  It  was  that,"  he  answered. 

"  That ! »  he  repeated.  ^*  What !  You're  at  work  at  it  again, 
are  you  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  Well,  look  sharp  after  it,  that's  all.  There's  a  grudge  bore 
again  it." 

"  I  know  that,"  Murdoch  answered,  "  to  my  cost.  I  brought 
it  here  because  I  thought  it  would  be  safer." 

"  Aye,  it'll  be  safer.  Take  my  advice  and  keep  it  close,  and 
work  at  it  at  nights,  when  th'  place  is  quiet.  There's  a  key 
as'll  let  you  in."     And  he  flung  a  key  down  upon  the  table. 

Murdoch  picked  it  up  mechanically.  He  felt  as  if  he  could 
scarcely  be  awake.  It  seemed  as  if  the  man  must  have  brought 
his  purpose  into  the  room  with  him,  having  thought  it  over 
beforehand.    His  manner  by  no  means  disarmed  the  suspicion. 

"  It  is  the  favor  I  should  have  asked,  if  I  had  thought " 

Haworth  left  his  chair. 

"  There's  th'  key,"  he  said,  abruptly.  "  Use  it.  No  other 
chap  would  get  it." 

He  went  back  to  his  own  room  again,  and  Murdoch  was  left 
to  his  surprise,  which  was  a  strong  emotion. 

He  finished  his  work  for  the  day  and  went  home,  remaining 
there  until  night  came  on.  Then  he  went  back  to  the  Works, 
having  first  told  Christian  of  his  purpose. 

"  I  am  going  to  the  Works,"  he  said.  "  I  may  be  there  all 
night.     Don't  wait  for  me,  or  feel  anxious." 

When  the  great  building  loomed  up  before  him  in  the  dark, 
his  mind  recalled  instantly  the  night  he  had  entered  it  before, 
attracted  by  the  light  in  the  window.  There  was  no  light 
about  it  now  but  that  shut  in  the  lantern  he  carried.  The 
immensity  and  dead  stillness  would  have  been  a  trying  thing 
for  many  a  man  to  encounter,  but  as  he  relocked  the  door 
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and  made  his  way  to  his  den,  he  thought  of  them  only  from 
one  point  of  view. 

"  It  is  the  silence  of  the  grave,"  he  said.  "  A  man  can 
concentrate  himself  upon  his  work  as  if  there  was  not  a 
human  breath  stirring  within  a  mile  of  him." 

Somehow,  even  his  room  wore  a  look  which  seemed  to 
belong  to  the  silence  of  night— a  look  he  felt  he  had  not  seen 
before.  He  marked  it  with  a  vague  sense  of  mystery  when  he 
set  his  lantern  down  upon  the  table,  turning  the  light  only 
upon  the  spot  on  which  his  work  would  stand. 

"  Then  he  took  down  the  case  and  opened  it  and  removed 

the  model. 

"  It  will  not  be  forgotten  again,"  he  thought  aloud.  "  If  it 
is  to  be  finished,  it  will  be  finished  here." 

Half  the  night  passed  before  he  returned  home.  When  he 
did  so  he  went  to  his  room  and  slept  heavily  until  daylight. 
He  had  never  slept  as  he  slept  in  these  nights,— heavy  dream- 
less sleep,  from  which,  at  first,  he  used  to  awaken  with  a  start 
and  a  perfectly  blank  sense  of  loss  and  dread,  but  which 
became,  at  last,  unbroken. 

Night  after  night  found  him  at  his  labor.  It  grew  upon 
him ;  he  longed  for  it  through  the  day ;  he  could  not  have 
broken  from  it  if  he  would. 

Once,  as  he  sat  at  his  table,  he  fancied  that  he  h  ;:ard  a  lock 
click  and  afterward  a  stealthy  footstep.  It  was  a  sound  so  faint 
and  indistinct  that  his  disbelief  in  its  reality  was  immediate ; 
but  he  got  up  taking  his  lantern  with  him,  and  went  out  to 
look  at  the  entrance  passage.  It  was  empty  and  dark,  and  the 
door  was  shut  and  locked  as  he  had  left  it.  He  went  back  to 
his  work  little  disturbed.  He  had  not  really  expected  to  find 
the  traces  of  any  presence  in  the  place,  but  he  had  felt  it  best 
to  make  the  matter  safe. 

Perhaps  the  fact  that  once  or  twice  on  other  nights  the  same 
light,  indefinite  sound  fell  upon  his  ear  again,  made  him  feel 
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rather  more  secure  than  otherwise.  Having  examined  the 
place  before  and  with  the  same  result,  it  troubled  him  no 
more.     He  set  it  down  to  some  ordinary  material  cause. 

After  his  first  visit  Haworth  came  into  his  room  often.  Why 
he  came  Murdoch  did  not  understand  very  clearly.  He  did 
not  come  to  talk ;  sometimes  he  scarcely  spoke  at  all.  He 
was  moody  and  abstracted.  He  went  about  the  place  wearing 
a  hard  and  reckless  look,  utterly  unlike  any  roughness  and 
hardness  he  had  shown  before.  The  hands  who  had  cared 
the  least  for  his  not  altogether  ill-natured  tempests  in  days 
gone  by  shrank  or  were  restive  before  him  now.  He  drove 
all  before  him  or  passed  through  the  rooms  sullenly.  It  was 
plain  to  see  that  he  was  not  the  man  he  had  been — that  he 
had  even  lost  strength,  and  was  suddenly  worn  and  broken, 
though  neither  flesh  nor  color  had  failed  him. 

Among  those  who  had  made  a  lion  of  him  he  was  more 
popular  than  ever.  The  fact  that  he  had  held  out  against  ill 
luck  when  so  many  had  gone  down,  was  constantly  quoted. 
The  strikes  which  had  kept  up  an  uneven  but  prolonged  strug- 
gle had  been  the  ruin  of  many  a  manufacturer  who  had 
thought  he  could  battle  any  storm.  "  Haworth's"  had  held 
its  own  and  weathered  the  worst. 

This  was  what  the  county  potentates  were  fond  of  saying 
upon  all  occasions, — particularly  when  they  wanted  Haworth 
to  dine  with  them  at  their  houses'.     He  used  to  accept  their 
invitations  and  then  go  and  sit  at  their  dinner  tables  with  a 
sardonic  face.     His  humor,  it  was  remarked  with  some  regret, 
was  often  of  a  sardonic  kind.     Occasionally  he  laughed  at  the 
wrong  time,  and  his  jokes  were  not  always  easy  to  smile  under.  It 
was  also  remarked  that  Mr.  Ffrench  scarcely  seemed  comforta- 
ble upon  these  festive  occasions.     Of  late  he  had  not  been  in 
the  enjoyment  of  good  health.     He  explained  that  he  suffered 
from  nervous  headaches  and  depression.     His  refined,  well- 
molded  face  had  become  rather  thin  and  fatigued-looking.    He 
had  lost  his  effusive  eloquence.    He  often  sat  silent  and  started 
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nervously  when  spoken  to,  but  he  did  not  eschew  society  at 
all,  always  going  out  upon  any  state  occasion  when  his  partner 
was  to  be  a  feature  of  the  feast.  The  fact  was  that  once  upon 
such  an  occasion  he  had  said  privately  and  with  some  plain- 
tiveness  to  Haworth  : 

"  I  don't  think  I  can  go  to-night,  my  dear  fellow.  I  really 
don't  feel  quite  equal  to  it." 

"  Blast  you  ! "  said  Haworth,  dispensing  with  social  codes. 
"  You'll  go  whether  you're  up  to  it  or  not.  We'll  keep  it  up 
to  the  end.     It'll  be  over  soon  enough." 

He  evinced  interest  in  the  model,  in  his  visits  to  the  work- 
room, which  seemed  a  little  singular  to  Murdoch.  He  asked 
questions  about  it,  and  more  than  once  repeated  his  caution 
concerning  its  being  "kept  close." 

"  I've  got  it  into  my  head  that  you'll  finish  it  some  of  these 
days,"  he  said  once,  "  if  naught  happens  to  it  or  you." 
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One  night,  Murdoch,  on  leaving  the  house,  said  to  Christian  : 

"  Don't  expect  me  until  morning.  I  may  not  be  back  until 
then.     I  think  I  shall  work  all  night." 

She  did  not  ask  him  why.  For  several  days  she  had  seen 
that  a  singular  mood  was  upon  him,  that  he  was  restless. 
Sometimes,  when  he  met  her  eye  unexpectedly,  he  started 
and  colored  and  turned  away,  as  if  he  was  a  little  afraid. 
She  stood  upon  the  step  and  watched  him  until  he  disappeared 
in  the  darkness,  and  then  shut  the  door  and  went  in  to  his 
mother. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  afterward  he  entered  his  work-room, 
and  shut  himself  in  and  brought  out  the  model. 

He  sat  looicing  at  it  a  mome.it,  and  then  stretched  forth  his 
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hand  to  touch  it.  Suddenly  he  drew  it  back  and  lot  it  fall 
heavily  upon  the  table.  "  Good  Heavens  !  "  he  cried.  "  Did 
he  ever  feel  so  rear  as  /Ai's,  and  then  fa'"'  ?  "  The  shock  was 
almost  unbearable.  "  Are  there  to  be  iwo  of  us  ?  "  he  said, 
"  Was  not  one  enough  ?  "  But  he  put  forth  his  hand  again  i 
minute  later,  though  his  heart  beat  like  a  trip-hanimer.  "  It 
rests  with  me  to  pfove  it/'  he  said — **  with  me  !  " 

As  he  worked,  the  dead  silence  about  him  seemed  to  be- 
come more  intense.  His  own  breathing  was  a  distinct  sound, 
light  as  it  was ;  the  accidental  dropping  of  a  tool  upon  the 
table  was  a  jar  upon  him;  the  tolling  rf  the  church  bell  at 
midnight  was  unbearable.  He  even  took  out  his  watch  and 
stopped  it.  But  at  lengtli  he  knew  neither  sound  nor  stillness; 
he  forgot  both. 

It  had  been  a  dark  night,  but  the  morning  rose  bright  and 
clear.  The  sun,  streaming  in  at  the  window,  fell  upon  the 
model,  pushed  far  back  upon  the  table,  and  on  Murdoch 
himself,  sitting  with  his  forehead  resting  upon  his  hands.  He 
had  been  sitting  thus  some  time — he  did  not  know  \\o\  long. 
He  had  laid  his  last  tool  down  befoi  the  first  streak  ot  pink 
had  struck  across  the  gray  sky.  He  was  tired  and  chill  with 
the  morning  air,  but  he  had  not  thought  of  going  home  yet, 
or  even  q  ite  recognized  that  the  night  was  past.  His  lantern 
still  burned  beside  him.  He  was  roused  at  last  by  a  sound  in 
the  outer  room.  The  gates  had  not  been  unlocked  nor  the 
bell  rung,  but  some  one  had  come  in.  The  next  moment 
Haworth  opened  the  door  and  stood  in  the  threshold,  looking 
in  on  him. 

"  You've  been  here  all  night,"  he  said. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Murdoch.  He  turned  a  little  and  pointed 
to  the  model,  speaking  slowly,  as  if  he  were  but  half  awake. 

"  I  think,"  he  said,  "  that  it  is  complete." 

He  said  it  with  so  little  appearance  of  emotion  or  exultation 
that  Haworth  was  dumfounded.  He  laid  a  hand  on  his  shoul- 
der and  shook  him  a  little. 
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"  Wake  up,  man  ! "  he  said.     "  You're  dazed." 

•*  No,"  he  answered,  "  not  dazed.  I've  had  time  to  think 
it  over.  It  hns  been  finished  two  or  three  hours."  All  at 
once  he  burst  ii  n  laugh.  "I  did  not  think,"  he  said  "tiiat 
it  would  be  y<  '  uld  tell  the  nt  vs  to  first." 

Haworth  sat      »wn  near  him  with  a  d(    ged  face. 

"  Nay,"  he  replied,  "  nor  me  either." 

They  sat  and  stared  at  each  other  )T  a  moment  in  silence. 
Then  Murdoch  drew  a  long,  wearied  breath. 

"  But  it  is  tone,"  he  said,  **  nevertheless." 

After  that  he  got  up  and  began  to  make  his  preparations  to 
go  home  while  Haworth  sat  and  watched  him. 

"  I  shall  wan*  to  go  away,"  he  said.  "When  I  come  back 
I  shall  k         what  the  result  is  to  be." 

"Star  norrow  morning,"  said  Haworth.  "And  keep 
close.  the  time  you  come  back " 

He  stopped  and  left  his  chair,  and  the  bell  which  called  the 
hands  to  work  began  its  hurried  clanging.  At  the  door  he 
paused. 

"  When  shall  you  take  it  away  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  To-night,"   Murdoch  answered.     "  After  dark." 

At  home  he  only  told  them  one  thing — that  in  the  morning 
he  was  going  to  London  and  did  not  know  when  he  should 
return.  He  did  not  return  to  the  Works  during  the  day,  but 
remained  at  home  trying  to  rest.  But  he  could  not  sleep  and 
the  day  seemed  to  lag  -heavily.  In  the  afternoon  he  left  the 
sofa  on  which  he  had  lain  through  the  morning  and  went  out. 
He  walked  slowly  through  the  town  and  at  last  turned  down 
the  lane  which  led  to  the  Briarleys'  cottage.  He  felt  as  if 
theivj  would  be  a  sort  of  relief  to  the  tenseness  of  his  mood  in 
a  brief  interview  with  Janey.  When  he  went  into  the  house, 
Mr.  Briarley  was  seated  in  Mrs.  Dixon's  chair  unscientifically 
balancing  his  latest-born  upon  his  knee.  His  aspect  was  grave 
and  absorbed  ;  he  was  heated  and  dishevelled  with  violent  ex- 
ertion ;  the  knot  of  his  blue  cotton  neckerchief  had  twisted 
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itself  under  his  right  ear  in  a  painfully  suggestive  manner. 
Under  some  stress  of  circumstances  lie  had  been  suddenly 
pressed  into  service,  and  his  mode  of  placating  his  off-spring 
was  at  once  unprofessional  and  productive  of  frantic  excitement. 

But  the  moment  he  caught  sight  of  Murdoch  an  alarming 
change  came  upon  him.  His  eyes  opened  to  their  fullest 
extent,  his  jaw  fell  and  the  color  died  out  of  his  face.  He  rose 
hurriedly,  dropped  the  youngest  Briarley  into  his  chair  and 
darted  out  of  the  house,  in  such  trepidation  that  his  feet  slipped 
from  under  him  when  he  reached  the  lower  step,  where  he  fell 
with  a  loud  clatter  of  wooden  clogs,  scrambling  up  again  with 
haste  and  difficulty  and  disappearing  at  once. 

Attracted  by  the  disturbance,  Janey  darted  in  from  the  inner 
room  barely  in  time  to  rescue  the  deserted  young  Briarley. 

"  Wheer's  he  gone  ?  "  she  demanded,  signifying  her  father. 
"  I  towd  her  he  wur  na  fit  to  be  trusted  !     Wheer's  he  gone  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know,"  Murdoch  answered.  "  I  think  he  ran  away 
because  he  saw  me.     What  is  the  trouble  ?  " 

"  Nay,  dunnot  ax  me  !  We  cannp  mak'  him  out,  neyther 
mother  nor  me.  He's  been  settin'  i'  th'  house  fur  three  days, 
as  if  he  wur  feart  to  stir  out — settin'  by  th'  fire  an'  shakin'  his 
yed,  an'  cryin'  ivvery  now  and  then.  An'  here's  her  i'  th'  back 
room  to  wait  on.  A  noice  toime  this  is  fur  him  to  pick  to  go 
off  in.     He  mowt  ha'  waited  till  she  wur  done  wi'." 

As  conversation  naturally  could  not  flourish  under  these  cir- 
cumstances, after  a  few  minutes  Murdoch  took  his  leave. 

It  seemed  that  he  had  not  yet  done  with  Mr.  Briarley. 
Passing  through  the  gate,  he  caught  sight  of  a  forlorn  figure 
seated  upon  the  road-side  about  twenty  yards  before  him, 
wearing  a  fustian  jacket  and  a  blue  neck-cloth  knotted  under 
the  ear.  As  he  approached,  Mr.  Briarley  looked  up,  keeping 
his  eyes  fixed  upon  him  in  a  despairing  gaze.  He  did  not  re- 
move his  glance  at  all,  in  fact,  until  Murdoch  was  within  ten 
feet  of  him,  when,  for  some  entirely  inexplicable  reason,  he  rose 
hurriedly  and  passed  to  the  other  side  of  the  road,  and  at  a 
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distance  of  some  yards  ahead  sat  down,  and  stared  wildly  at 
him  again.  This  singular  course  he  pursued  until  they  had 
reached  the  end  of  the  lane,  where  he  sat  and  w  tched  Mur- 
doch out  of  sight.  ^^ 

"  I  thowt,"  he  said,  breathing  with  extreme  shortness,  as 
he  ha'  done  fur  me.  It  wur  a  wonder  as  he  did  na.  If  I  d 
coom  nigh  him  or  he'd  coom  nigh  me,  they'd  ha'  swore  it  wur 
me  as  did  it  an's  gone  accordin',  if  luck  went  ag'in  'em." 

Then  a  sudden  panic  seemed  to  seize  him.  He  pulled  off 
his  cap,  and,  holding  it  in  both  hands,  stared  into  it  as  if  in 
desperate  protest  against  fate.  A  large  tear  fell  into  the  crown, 
and  then  another  and  another.  "  I  canna  help  it,"  he  said,  in 
a  loud  and  sepulchral  whisper.     "Lookout!     Lookout! 

And  then,  probably  feeling  that  even  in  this  he  might  be 
committing  himself  fatally,  he  gc^  up,  glanced  fearfully  about 
him,  and  scuttled  away. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

"  IF  aught's  for  me,  remember  it." 

Before  he  left  the  house  at  night,  Murdoch  had  a  brief  inter- 
view with  his  mother. 

"  I  am  going  to  London  as  he  went,"  he  said,—"  on  the 
same  errand.  The  end  may  be  what  it  was  before.  I  have 
felt  very  sure — but  he  was  sure  too." 

"  Yes,"  the  woman  answered,  "  he  was  very  sure." 

«'  I  don't  ask  you  to  trust  it— or  me,"  he  said.     "  He  gave  a 

life  to  it.     I  have  not  given  a  year,  and  he  was  the  better  man, 

a  thousand-fold.     I,"  he  said,  with  a  shadow  falling  on  his  face, 

-  have  not  proved  myself  as  he  did.     He  never  faltered  from 

the  first." 

"  No,"  she  said.     "  Would  to  God  he  had  ! " 

But  when  he  went,  she  followed  him  to  the  door  and  said 
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the  words  she  had  refused  him  when  he  had  first  told  her  he 
had  taken  the  burden  upon  his  shoulders. 

'*  God  speed  you  !"  she  5;aid,     "  I  will  try  to  believe." 

His  plan  was  to  go  to  his  room,  pack  his  case  securely,  and 
then  carry  it  with  him  to  the  station  in  time  to  meet  the  laie 
train  he  had  decided  on  taking. 

He  let  himself  into  the  works  as  usual,  and  found  his  way 
along  the  passage  in  the  darkness,  though  he  carried  his  lantern. 
He  knew  his  way  so  well  that  he  did  not  need  it  there.  But 
when  he  reached  Haworth's  room  and  put  out  his  hand  to  open 
the  door,  he  stopped.  His  touch  met  no  resistence,  for  the 
door  was  v/ide  open.  The  discovery  was  so  sharp  a  shock  to 
him  that  for  a  few  seconds  he  remained  motionless.  But  he 
recovered  himself  in  a  second  or  so  more.  It  might  have  been 
the  result  of  carelessness,  after  all ;  so  he  turned  on  his  light 
and  went  into  his  cell  and  began  his  task.  It  did  not  take  him 
long.  When  he  had  finished,  the  wooden  case  was  simply  a 
solid  square  brown  parcel  which  might  have  contained  anything. 
He  glanced  at  his  watch  and  sat  down  a  minute  or  so. 

"  There  is  no  use  in  going  too  early,"  he  said,  ^ind  so  he 
waited  a  little,  thinking  mechanically  of  the  silence  inside  and 
the  darkness  out,  and  of  the  journey  which  lay  before  him. 
But  at  last  he  got  up  again  and  took  his  burden  by  the  cord 
he  had  fastened  about  it. 

"  Now,"  he  said,  "  it  is  time."  ' 

At  the  very  moment  the  words  left  his  lips  there  was  a  sound 
outside  the  door,  and  a  rush  upon  him  ;  he  "  -  seized  by  the 
throat,  flung  backward  into  the  chair  he  '  left,  and  held 
there.  He  made  no  outcry.  His  first  thought  vhen  he  found 
himself  clutched  and  overpowered  was  an  incongruous  one  of 
Briarley  sitting  on  the  road-side  and  looking  up  at  him  in 
panic-stricken  appeal.  He  understood  in  a  flash  what  his 
terror  had  meant. 

The  fellow  who  held  him  by  the  collar — there  were  three  of 
them,  and  one  was  Reddy — shook  him  roughly. 
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''  Wheer  is  it  ?"  he  said.     *'  You  know  whatten  we've  coom 

for,  my  lad."  ,  .  ,  , 

Murdoch  was  conscious  of  a  little  chill  which  passed  over 
him,  but  otherwise  he  could  only  wonder  at  his  own  lack  of 
excitement.  No  better  place  to  finish  a  man  than  such  a  one 
as  this  at  dead  of  night,  and  there  was  not  one  of  the  three 
who  had  not  evil  in  his  eye  ;  but  he  spoke  without  a  tremor  in 
bis  voice,-with  the  calmness  of  being  utterly  without  stay  or 

help.  e 

-  Ves,  I  suppose  I  know,"  he  said.     "  You  came  to  me  for 

it  before.     What  are  you  going  to  do  with  it  ?  " 

«  Smash  it  to  h ,"  said  one,  concisely,  "  an'  thee  too 

It  was  not  a  pleasant  thing  to  hear  by  the  half  light  of  a  lan- 
tern in.  a  place  so  deadly  still.     Murdoch  felt  the  little  chill 
again,  but  he  remembered  that  after  all  he  had  one  slender 
chance  if  he  could  make  them  listen. 
*'  You  are  making  a  blunder,"  he  began. 
Reddy  stopped  him  by  addressing  his  comrades. 
"  What  art  tha  stondin'  hearkenin'  to  him  fur  ?  he  demanded. 
"  Smack  him  i'  th'  mouth  an'  stop  him." 

Murdoch  gave  a  lurch  forward  which  it  gave  his  captor  some 
trouble  to  restrain.     He  turned  dangerously  white  and  his  eye 

blazed.  „ 

"  If  you  do,  you  devil,"  he  panted,  "  I'll  murder  you. 
"Wheer   is   th'  thing  we  coom  fur?"  said  the   first    man. 

And  then  he  caught  sight  of  the  package,  which  had  fallen 

upon  the  floor.  •      u       » 

»'  Happen  it's  i'  theer,"  he  suggested.     "  Oppen  it,  chaps. 
Then  all  at  once  Murdoch's  calmness  was  gone.     He  shook 

in  their  grasp.  ^  Ar.it 

-  For  God's  sake  !"  he  cried,  "  Don't  touch  it !  Don  t  do  it 
a  harm  !  It's  a  mistake.  It  has  nothing  to  do  with  your  trade. 
X.  _,-ij  u^  .,^  Kprf  tn  you  if  it  were  known  to  the  whole 
world.     For  God's  sake,  believe  me  ! " 
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"  We've  heerd  a  different  mak'  o'  tale  fro'  that,"  said  Reddy, 
laughing. 

"  It's  a  lie— a  lie  !     Who  told  it  ?" 

" Jem  Haworth,"  he  was  answered.  "Jem  Haworth,  as  it 
wur  made  fur.' 

He  began  to  struggle  with  all  his  strength.  He  cried  out 
aloud  and  sprang  up  and  broke  loose  and  fought  with  the  force 
of  madness. 

"  You  shall  pay  for  it,"  he  shrieked,  and  three  to  one  as  they 
were,  he  held  them  for  a  moment  at  bay. 

"  Gi'  him  th'  knob-stick  !"  cried  one     "  At  him  wi'  it !" 

It  was  RedHy  who  aimed  the  blow  at  him, — a  blow  that 
would  have  laid  him  a  dead  man  among  them, — but  it  never 
fell,  for  he  sprang  forward  with  a  mighty  effort  and  struck  the 
bludgeon  upward,  and  as  it  fell  with  a  crash  at  the  opposite 
side  of  the  room,  they  heard,  even  above  the  tumult  of  their 
struggle,  a  rush  of  heavy  feet,  a  voice  every  man  among  them 
knew,  and  the  sound  they  most  dreaded— the  sharp  report  of 
a  pistol. 

"It's  Haworth  !"  they  shouted.  "Haworth!"  And  they 
made  a  dash  at  the  door  in  a  body,  stumbling  over  one  an- 
other, striking  and  cursing,  and  the  scoundrel  who  first  got 
through  and  away  was  counted  a  lucky  man. 

Murdoch  took  a  step  forward  and  fell — so  close  to  the  model 
that  his  helpless  hand  touched  it 'as  it  lay. 

It  was  not  long  before  he  returned  to  consciousness.  His 
sudden  loss  of  strength  had  only  been  a  sort  of  climax  body 
and  mind  had  reached  together.  When  he  opened  his  eyes 
again,  his  first  thought  was  a  wonder  at  himself  and  a  vague 
effort  to  comprehend  his  weakness.  He  looked  up  at  Ha- 
worth, who  bent  over  him. 

"  Lie  still  a  bit,  lad,"  he  heard  him  say.  "  Lie  and  rest  thee." 
He  no  sooner  heard  his  voice  than  he  forgot  his  weak  wonder 


If^ 


haworth's." 


281 


at  himself  in  a  stronger  wonder  at  him.     He  was  ashen  pale 
and  a  tremor  shook  him  as  he  spoke. 

"  Lie  still  and  rest  thee."  he  repeated,  and  he  touched  his 
head  with  an  approach  to  gentleness. 

"  They  thought  there  was  more  than  me,"  he  said.  "  And 
they're  not  fond  of  powder  and  lead.  They're  better  used  to 
knobsticks  and  vitrol  in  the  dark." 

"  They  meant  to  murder  me,"  said  Murdoch. 

"  Aye,  make  sure  o'  that.  They  weren't  for  play.  They've 
had  their  mind  on  this  for  a  month  or  two  If  I'd  been  a 
minute  later " 

He  did  not  finish.  A  queer  spasm  of  the  throat  stopped  him. 

He  rose  the  next  instant  and  struck  a  match  and  turned  the 
gas  on  to  full  blaze. 

"  Let's  have  light,"  he  said.  "  Theer's  a  look  about  th'  place 
I  can't  stand." 

His  eyes  were  blood-shot,  his  face  looked  gray  and  deeply 
lined  and  his  lips  were  parched.  There  was  a  new  haggard- 
ness  upon  him  and  he  was  conscious  of  it  and  tried  to  bear  it 
down  with  his  old  bravado. 

"  They'll  not  come  back,"  he  said.  "  They've  had  enough 
for  to-night.  If  they'd  known  I  was  alone  they'd  have  made  a 
stand  for  it.     They  think  they  were  in  luck  to  get  off." 

He  came  back  and  sat  down. 

"  They  laid  their  plans  better  than  I  thought,"  he  added. 
"  They  got  over  me  for  once,  devil  take  'em.  How  art  tha 
now,  lad  ?" 

Murdoch  made  the  effort  to  rise  and  succeeded,  though  he 
was  not  very  strong  upon  his  feet,  and  sank  into  a  chair  feeling 
a  little  irritated  at  his  own  weakness. 

"  Giddy,"  he  answered,  "  and  a  trifle  faint.  It's  a  queer 
business.  I  went  down  as  if  I'd  been  shot.  I  have  an  hour 
and  a  h^lf  to  steady  myself  before  the  next  train  comes  in,  Let 
me  make  the  best  of  it." 

"You'll  go  to-night?"  said  Haworth, 
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"  There's  a  stronger  reason  than  ever  that  I  should  go,"  he 
answered      "  Let  me  get  it  out  of  the  way  and  safe,  for  hea- 

"Haworth'squared  his  arms  upon  .he  table  and  leaned  on 
'*■ -l-hen."  he  said,  "  I've  got  an  hour  and  a  half  to  make  a 

^"HeS"it°aimost  with  a  swagger,  and  yet  his  voice  was 
hoarse,  and  his  coolness  a  miserable  pretense. 
"  Ask  me,"  he  said,  "  how  I  came  here  . 
And  n™  'waiting  for  a  reply  even  while  Murdoch  ga.ed  at 
him  bewldered,  :>e  answered  the  question  h.rnself^ 

"  1  come,"  he  said,  "  for  a  good  reason,-for  the  same  rea 
hXb  ought  me  here  every  night  youVe  been  at  work. 
"  Murdoch  repeated  hts  last  words  mechanically.     He  was  not 
quite  sure  the  man  was  hmiself. 

:;ry:7e::tnror^^^^^^^^ 

"TmelCflaledlcLs  Murdoch's  mind  with  startling 

'""t  was  you  I  heard  come  in?"  he  cried.     "It  was  not 

fancy?" 

;he're  waralment's  silence  between  them  in  which  Mur- 

Anch  thought  with  feverish  rapidity. 

?it  was  you,''  he  said  with  some  bitterness  at  last,-"j^.. 
who  set  the  plot  on  foot?" 

<<  Avp  it  was  me.  .     .  .  , 

..f  could  have  done  the  job  I  wanted  to  do  m  a  quteker 
„av"  he  went  on,  after  a  second's  pause,  "but  that  wasnt  my 
Tmor  Td  a  mind  to  keep  out  of  it  myself,  and  I  knew  how 
::set  the  chaps  on  as  would  do  Urn  t  e.  own  v.,      ^ 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  '  it  f    cr  ed  Muraoc 
you  devil  enough  to  mean  to  have  my  blood  ? 
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"Aye, — while  I  was  in  the  humor,— that  and  worse." 

Murdoch  sprang  up  and  began  to  pace  the  room.  His 
strength  had  come  back  to  him  with  the  fierce  sense  of  repul- 
sion which  seized  him. 

"  It's  a  blacker  world  than  1  thought,"  he  said.  *'  We  were 
friends  once — friends  !  " 

"  So  we  were,"  he  said,  hoarsely.  **  You  were  the  first  chap 
I  ever  made  friends  with,  and  you'll  be  the  last,  it's  brought 
no  good  to  either  of  us." 

"  It  might,"  returned  Murdoch,  "  it " 

"  Let  me  finish  my  tale,"  he  said,  even  doggedly,  "  I  said 
to  myself  before  I  came  you  should  hear  it.  I  swore  I'd  stop 
at  naught,  and  I  kept  my  word.  I  sowed  a  seed  here  and 
there,  and  th'  soil  was  just  right  for  it.  They  were  in  the  mood 
to  hearken  to  aught,  and  they  hearkened.  But  there  came  a 
time  when  I  found  out  that  things  were  worse  with  you  than 
with  me,  and  had  gone  harder  with  you.  If  you'd  won  where 
I  lost  it  would  have  been  different,  but  you  lost  most  of  the 
two — you'd  the  most  to  lose — and  I  changed  my  mind." 

He  stopped  a  second  and  looked  at  Murdoch,  who  had 
come  back  and  thrown  himself  into  his  chair  again. 

"  I've  said  many  a  tinie  that  you  were  a  queer  chap/'  he 
went  on,  as  if  half  dubious  of  himself  "  You  area,  queer  chap. 
At  th'  start  you  got  a  hold  on  me,  and  when  I  changed  my 
mind  you  got  a  hold  on  me  again.  I  swore  I'd  undo  what  I'd 
done,  if  I  could.  I  knew  if  the  thing  was  finished  and  you 
got  away  with  it  they'd  soon  find  out  it  was  naught  they  need 
fret  about,  so  I  swore  to  see  you  safe  through.  I  gave  you  the 
keys  to  come  here  to  work,  and  every  night  I  c?  le  and  waited 
until  you'd  done  and  gone  away.  I  brought  my  pistols  with 
me  and  kept  a  sharp  lookout.  To-night  I  was  late  and  they'd 
laid  their  plans  and  got  here  before  me.     There's  th'  beginning 

"  You  saved  my  life,"  said  Murdoch.  "  Let  me  remember 
that." 
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"  I  changed  my  mind  and  swore  to  undo  what  VA  done. 
There's  naught  for  me  in  that,  my  lad,  and  plenty  to  go  agen 

me."  .  .     ,    .   ,     , 

After  a  little  he  pushed  his  ch.air  back. 

"The  time's  not  up,"  he  said.     "  I've  made  short  work  of  t^ 

Pick  up  thy  traps  and  we'll  go  over  th'  place  together  and  see 

"  He  ledte  way,  carrying  the  lantern,  and  Murdoch  followed 
hi,!    They  wenf  from  one  end  of  the  place  to  the  other  and 

f      H  nil  nuief  the  bars  of  a  small  lower  window  had  been 
found  all  quiet ,  the  oars  ^^^^^ 

filed  and  wrenched  out  of  place,  Mr.  Ktauj  ai. 
having  made  their  entrance  through  it. 

"They've  been  on  the  lookout  many  a  night  before  they 
„ade  up  their  minds,"  said  Haworth.     "  And  they  chose  the 

'^Me'rwaX^'went  out  together,  locking  the  door  and  the 
irot  g'ls  behind  them,  and  went  down  in  company  to  the 
dark  little  station  with  its  dim,  twinkling  hghts. 
"ally  they  did  not  talk  very  freely.     Now  and  then  there 
was  a  blank  silence  of  many  minutes  between  tliem. 

Bat  at  last  the  train  thundered  its  way  in  and  stopped  and 
.here  was  a  feeble  bustle  to  and  fro  among  the  sleepy  officials 
and  an  opening  and  shutting  and  locking  of  doors. 

When  Murdoch  got  imo  his  empty  compartment,  Haworth 
stood  at  its  step.     At  the  very  last  he  spoke  in  a  strange  hurry : 

"When  you  come  back,"  he  said,  "when  you  come  back- 

•"there"^'!  porter  passing  with  a  lantern,  which  struck  upon 
his  ftce  and  showed  it  plainly.     He  shrank  back  a  moment 
if  he  feared  the  light;  but  when  it  was  gone  he  drew  neat 
again  and  spoke  through  the  window  __ 

"  If  there's  aught  in  what's  gone  by  that  s  for  me.   he  said, 

"  Andtth  i'glsture  of  farewell,  he  turned  away  and  was  gone. 
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CHAPTER  L. 


AN   AFTER-DINNER    SPEECH. 

At  dinner  the  next  evening  Mr.  Ffrench  had  a  story  to  tell. 
It  was  the  rather  exciting  story  of  the  completion  of  Murdoch's 
labor,  the  night  attack  and  his  sudden  departure.  Exciting  as 
it  was,  however,  Mr.  Ffrench  did  not  relate  it  in  his  most 
vivid  manner.  His  nervous  ailments  had  increased  of  late, 
and  he  was  not  in  a  condition  to  be  vivacious  and  dramatic. 
The  incident  came  from  him  rather  tamely,  upon  the  whole. 

"  If  it  is  the  success  he  thinks  it  is,"  he  terminated,  "  he  is 
a  made  man — and  he  is  not  the  fellow  to  deceive  himself. 
Well,"  he  said,  rather  drearily,  **  I  have  said  it  would  be  so." 

As  Haworth  had  foreseen,  Saint  Me'ran  appeared  upon  the 
scene  again.  He  was  present  when  the  story  was  told,  and 
was  much  interested  in  it  as  a  dramatic  incident  bringing  the 
peculiarities  of  the  manufacturing  class  of  Broxton  into  strong 
play. 

"  If  they  had  murdered  him,"  he  remarked  with  critical 
niceness,  "  it  would  have  been  the  most  tragic  of  tragedies. 
On  the  very  eve  of  his  life's  success.  A  tragedy  indeed  !  And 
it  is  not  bad  either  that  it  should  have  been  his  master  who 
saved  him." 

'*  Why  do  you  say  master?"  said  Miss  Ffrench,  coldly. 

"  Pardon  me.     I  thought " 

Mr.  Ffrench  interposed  in  some  hurry. 

•*  Oh,  he  has  always  been  such  an  uncommon  young  fellow 
that  we  have  scarcely  thought  of  him  as  a  servant.  He  has  not 
been  exactly  a  servant  in  fact." 

"Ah  !  "  replied  .1  int  Mdran.     "I  ask  pardon  again." 

He  had  been  not  a  little  bewildered  at  the  change  he  found 
in  the  household,  Mr.  Ffrench  no  longer  expounded  his  views 
at  length  with  refined  vigor.  He  frequently  excused  himself 
from  the  family  circle  on  the  plea  of  severe  indisposition,  and 
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ternhea  even  uy  increased  by  his  remembrance  of 

^n,r  of  rprkonine   with  his  daughter.       ne  nau 
day  ot  recKoniub    w  account  of 

Haworth  and  borne  the  worst  of  his  wrath      i 
himself  which  he  must  render  to  her  wouM  be  the  mos.  scath 
ing  ordeal  of  his  life.  ^^  ^^  »  ^^^ 

»  Some  women  would  pity  me,    he  saia  lo 

■-  '"•:■•  "•2r>:;:£';;'?.:K,.-r:;-ii 

a  political  economist  a  Member  o  ^^^  ^^^^^^^ 

other  things  he  was  "^^^  \f  ./^.-unions  the  honor  of 

turing  districts.     He  had  done  the  trau ^^  „,rleyed 

weighing  their  cause  and  reasoning  wun  cu.u     ..  ^.  ••  .^^-^y 
with  the  strikers  and  held  meetings  with  the  masters. 
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heard  of  Haworth  and  his  extraordinary  stand  against  the  out- 
break, and  was  curious  to  see  him. 

He  came  as  the  guest  of  one  of  the  county  famihes,  who 
regarded  Haworth  and  his  success  a  subject  worth  enlarging 
upon.  He  was  taken  to  the  works  and  presented  to  their 
master.  Haworth  met  him  with  little  enthusiasm.  He  showed 
him  over  the  place,  but  maintained  his  taciturnity.  He  was 
not  even  moved  to  any  exhibition  of  gratitude  on  bong  told 
that  he  had  done  wonders. 

Tht  finale  of  the  visit  was  a  stately  dinner  given  by  the 
county  family.  Haworth  and  the  member  were  the  features 
of  the  festivity,  and  speeches  were  made  which  took  a  con- 
gratulatory and  even  a  laudatory  turn. 

"  I  can't  go,"  Ffrench  cried,  piteously  when  Haworth  came 
to  his  room  at  the  Bunk  with  the  news.  He  turned  quite 
white  and  sank  back  into  his  chair.  "  It  is  too  much  to  ask. 
I — no.     I  am  not  strong  enough." 

He  felt  himself  as  good  as  a  dead  man  w^en  Haworth 
turned  about  and  strode  up  to  him,  livid,  and  opening  and 

shutting  his  hands.  jj  •*• 

"  Blast  you  1 "  he  hissed  through  his  teeth.     "  You  did  it ! 

You?    And  you  shall   pay   for  it   as    long  as  I'm   nigh  to 

make  you  ! " 

Saint  Meran  was  among  the  guests,  and  Miss  Ffrench,  whose 
wonderful  beauty  attracted  the  dignitary's  eye  at  once.  Years 
after  he  remembered  and  spoke  of  her.  He  glanced  toward 
her  when  he  rose  to  make  his  after-dinner  speech,  and  caught 
her  eye,  and  was  somewhat  confused  by  it.  But  he  was  very 
eloquent.  The  master  of  "  Haworth's "  was  his  inspiration 
and  text.  His  resources,  his  strength  of  will,  his  giant  enter- 
prises, his  readiness  and  daring  at  the  moment  when  all  was 
at  hazard-these  were  matters,  indeed,  for  eloquence. 

Haworth  sat  leaning  forward  upon^the  table.  He  played 
with  his  wine  glass,  turning  it  round  and  round  and  not  spilling 
a  drop  of  the  ruby  liquid.     Sometimes  he  glanced  at  the  orator 
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with  a  smile  which  no  one  exactly  understood,  oftener  he  kept 
his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  lull  wine-glass. 

When  at  length  the  speaker  sat  down  with  a  swift  final  glance 
at  Rachel  Ffrench,  there  was  a  silence  of  several  seconds. 
Everybody  felt  that  a  reply  was  needed.  Haworth  turned  his 
wine-glass  two  or  three  times  without  raising  his  eyes,  but  at 
last,  just  as  the  pause  was  becoming  embarrassing,  he  looked 
across  the  table  at  Ffrench,  who  sat  opposite. 

"  I'm  not  a  speech-making  chap  myself,"  he  said.  "  My 
partner  is.     He'll  say  my  say  for  me." 

He  gave  Ffrench  a  nod.  That  gentleman  had  been  pale 
and  distracted  through  all  the  courses ;  now  he  became  paler 
than  ever.  He  hesitated,  gl  '^ed  around  him,  at  the  waiting 
guests  and  at  Haworth  (who  i^odded  again),  and  then  rose. 

It  was  something  unusual  that  Mr.  Ffrench  should  hang 
back  and  show  himself  unready.  He  began  his  speech  of 
thanks  in  his  partner's  name  falteringly  and  as  if  at  a  loss  for 
the  commonest  forms  of  expression ;  he  replied  to  the  mem- 
ber's compliments  with  hesitation  -,  he  spoke  of  the  difficulties 
they  had  encountered  with  a  visible  strong  effort,  he  touched 
upon  their  success  and  trmmph  with  such  singular  lack  of 
exultation  that  those  who  listened  began  to  exchange  looks  of 
questioning ;  and  suddenly,  in  the  midst  of  his  wanderings 
and  struggles  at  recovering  himself,  he  broke  off  and  begged 
leave  to  sit  down. 

''  I  am  ill,"  he  said.  "  I  have— been— indisposed  for  some 
time.  I  must  crave  your  pardon,  and — and  my  partner's  for 
my  inability  to  say  what — what  I  would  wish." 

He  sat  down  amid  many  expressions  of  sympathy.  The 
plea  accounted  for  his  unusual  demeanor,  it  was  thought. 
The  member  himself  sought  an  interview  with  him,  in  which 
he  expressed  his  regret  and  his  sense  of  the  fact  that  nothing 
was  more  natural  than  that  the  result  of  so  long  bearing  a 
weight  of  responsibility  should  be  a  strain  upon  the  nervous 
system  and  a  consequent  loss  of  physical  strength. 
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"  You  must  care  for  yourself,  my  dear  sir,"  he  added. 
"  Your  firm — nay,  the  country — cannot  afford  to  lose  an 
element  like  yourself  at  such  a  crisis." 

On  the  morning  following,  the  member  left  Broxton.  On 
his  way  to  the  station  he  was  moved  to  pay  a  final  visit  to 
Haworth  at  the  Works. 

"  I  congratulate  you,"  he  said,  with  much  warmth  on  shak- 
ing hands  with  him.  "  I  congratulate  England  upon  your 
determination  and  indomitable  courage,  and  upon  your 
wonderful  success." 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  talk  about  Murdoch  during  his 
absence.  The  story  of  the  attack  and  of  Haworth's  repulse  ot 
the  attacking  party  became  a  popular  incident.  Mr.  Reddy 
and  his  companions  disappeared  from  the  scene  with  prompt- 
ness. Much  interest  was  manifested  in  the  ultimate  success 
of  the  model,  which  had  previously  been  regarded  with  a 
mingling  of  indifference  and  disfavor  as  not  "  loike  to  coom  to 
owt."  The  results  of  its  agreeably  disappointing  people  by 
*-  coming  to  owt"  were  timated  at  nothing  short  of  a  million 
per  annum. 

"  Th'  chap'll  roll  i'  brass,"  it  was  said.  Hawortli'll  be  no- 
where. Happen  th'  lad'U  coom  back  and  set  up  a  Works  agen 
him.  An'  he  coom  here  novvt  but  a  workin'  chap  a  few  year 
sin' !" 

The  two  women  in  the  little  house  in  the  narrow  street  heard 
the  story  of  the  attack  only  through  report.  They  had  no 
letters. 

"  I  won't  write,"  Murdoch  had  said.  "  You  shall  not  be 
troubled  by  prospects  that  might  end  in  nothing.  You  will 
hear  nothing  from  me  till  I  come  and  tell  you  with  my  own 
lips  that  I  have  won  or  failed." 

In  the  days  of  waiting  Christian  proved  her  strength.     She 
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to  it  in  spite  of  what  she  saw  hour  by  hour  in  the  face  of  the 
woman  who  was  her  companion. 
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"  I  have  lived  through  it  before." 

It  was  not  put  into  words,  but  she  read  it  in  her  eyes  and  be- 
lieved in  spite  of  it. 

He  had  been  away  two  weekS;  and  he  returned  as  his  father 
had  done,  at  night. 

The  women  were  sitting  together  in  the  little  inner  room. 
They  were  not  talking  or  working,  though  each  had  work  in 
her  hands.  It  was  Christian  who  heard  him  first.  She  threw 
down  her  work  and  stood  up. 

*'  He  is  here,"  she  cried.     "  He  is  coming  up  the  step." 
She  was  out  in  the  narrow  entry  and  had  thrown  the  door 
open  before  he  had  time  to  open  it  with  his  key. 

The  light  fell  upon  his  dark  pale  face  and  showed  a  strange 
excitement  in  it.  He  was  disheveled  and  travel-worn,  but  his 
eyes  were  bright.     His  first  words  were  enough. 

"  It  is  all  right,"  he  said,  in  an  exultant  voice.  "  It  is  a  suc- 
cess.    Where  is  my  mother?" 

He  had  taken  her  hand  as  if  without  knowing  what  he  did 
and  fairly  dragged  her  into  the  room.  His  mother  had  risen 
and  stood  waiting. 

"  It  is  a  success,"  he  cried  out  to  her.  "  It  is  what  he  meant 
it  to  be — I  have  finished  his  work  !" 

She  turned  from  him  to  the  girl,  uttering  a  low  cry  of  ap- 
peal. 

"  Christian  !"  she  said.     *'  Christian  !" 
The  girl  went  to  her  and  made  her  sit  down,  and  knelt  be- 
fore her,  clasping  her  arms  about  her  waist,  and  uplifting  her 
glowing  young  face.     At  the  moment  her  beauty  became  such 
a  splendor  that  Murdoch  himself  saw  it  with  wonder. 

"  It  is  finished,"  she  said.  "  And  it  is  he  who  has  finished 
it !     Is  not  that  enough  ?" 

•'  Yes,"  she  answered,  "  but — but " 

And  the  words  died  upon  her  lips,  and  she  sat  looking  be- 
fore her  into  vacancy,  and  trembling. 
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Murdoch  threw  himself  on  the  sofa  and  lay  there,  his  hands 
clasped  above  his  head. 

"  I  shall  be  a  rich  man,"  he  said,  as  if  to  himself,  "  a  rich 
man — and  h  is  nothing — but  it  is  done." 


CHAPTER  LI. 
"th'  on'y  one  as  is  na  a  foo'!" 

The  next  day  all  Broxton  knew  the  story. 

"  Well,  he  war  na  so  soft  after  aw,"  more  than  one  excellent 
matron  remarked. 

Mr.  Ffrench  heard  the  news  from  his  valet  in  the  morning. 
He  had  been  very  unwell  for  several  days.  He  had  eaten 
nothing  and  slept  very  little  and  had  been  obliged  to  call  in 
his  physician,  who  pronounced  his  case  the  result  of  too  great 
mental  strain,  and  prescribed  rest.  He  came  down  to  break- 
fast with  an  unwholesome  face  and  trifled  with  his  food  with- 
out eating  it.     He  glanced  furtively  at  Rachel  again  and  again. 

"  I  shall  not  go  to  the  Bank  to-day,"  he  said  timorously  at 
last.  "  I  am  worse  than  ever.  I  shall  remain  at  home  and  try 
to  write  letters  and  rest.     Are — are  you  going  out  ?" 

"  Yes,"  she  answered. 

"  Oh."  Then,  after  a  pause,  he  said,  '*  I  saw  Briarley  yes- 
terday, and  he  said  Mrs.  Dixon  was  very  ill.  You  sometimes 
go  there,  I  believe?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Suppose — suppose  you  call  this  morning  to  inquire.  It 
looks  well  to  show  a — a  sort  of  interest  in  them.  You  might 
take  something  nourishing  with  you." 

He  flinched  when  she  raised  her  eyes  and  let  them  rest  a 
moment  upon  him.  Her  look  was  strongly  suggestive  of  the 
fact  that  she  could  better  rely  upon  the  result  of  her  own  cal- 
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culations  concerning  him  than  upon  the  truth  of  his  replies,  if 
she  deigned  to  ask  him  questions. 

"  I  thought,"  he  faltered,  "  that  it  would  look  well  to  evince 
so!iie  interest,  as  the  man  has  been  in  our  employ,  and  you 
have  had  the  woman  about  the  house." 

"Certainly,"  she  replied,  "it  would  be  well  enough.  I 
will  go." 

After  breakfast  she  ordered  the  carriage  and  went  to  her 
room  and  made  her  toilette  with  some  care.  Why  she  did  so 
was  best  known  to  herself.  Nothing  is  more  certain  than  that 
she  scarcely  expected  to  produce  a  great  effect  upon  Granny 
Dixon.  The  truth  was,  she  would  have  made  her  visit  to  the 
Briarley's  in  any  case,  and  was  not  in  the  least  moved  thereto 
by  her  father's  unexpected  anxiety. 

But  when  she  reached  the  cottage  and  entered  it,  she  began 
immediately  to  repent  having  come.  A  neighbor  woman  sat 
nursing  the  youngest  Briarley  ;  there  was  a  peculiar  hush  upon 
the  house  and  the  windows  were  darkened.  She  drew  back 
with  a  feeling  of  alarm  and  annoyance. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  she  demanded  impatiently  of  the 
woman.     "Why  have  you  darkened  the  room?" 

"Th'  owd  lass  is  deein,"  was  the  business-like  answer,  "an 
they're  ha'in'  some  trouble  wi'  her.     She  conna  even  dee  loike 
other  foak." 

She  drew  back,  her  annoyance  becoming  violent  repulsion. 
She  turned  pale,  and  her  heart  began  to  beat  violently.  She 
knew  nothing  of  death,  and  was  not  fearless  of  it.  Her  invete- 
rate calm  failed  her  in  thus  being  brought  near  it. 

"  I  will  go  away,"  she  said. 

And  she  would  have  gone,  but  at  that  moment  there  arose 
a  sound  of  voices  in  the  inner  room — Mrs.  Briarley's  and 
Janey's  and  above  theirs  Granny  Dixon's,  brokenly,  and  yet 
with  what  seemed  terrible  loudness  in   the  hush  of  the  house. 

"  Bring  her  i'  here  !  "  she  was  saying.  "  Bring  her  i'  here 
an'  mak'  her — do  it !  " 
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And  then  out  came  Mrs.  Briarley,  looking  fagged  and 
harrassed. 

"  I  ax  thy  pardon,  Miss,"  she  said,  "  but  she  says  she  wants 
thee.     She  says  she  wants  thee  to  be  a  witness  to  summat." 

"  I  will  not  go,"  she  repHed.  *'  I — I  am  going  away.  I — 
never  saw  any  one  before — in  that  condition." 

But  the  terrible  voiced  raised  itself  again,  and,  despite  her 
terror  and  anger,  held  and  controlled  her. 

"  I  see  her  !  "  it  cried.  "  Mak'  her  coom  in.  I  knowed  her 
gran'feyther — when  I  wur  a  lass — seventy  year  ago  !  " 

'*  She  will  na  harm  thee,"  said  Mrs.  Briarley.  And  partly 
because  of  a  dread  fascination,  and  partly  because  the  two 
woman  regarded  her  with  such  amazement,  she  found  herself 
forced  to  give  way  and  enter. 

It  was  a  small  room,  and  dark  and  low.  The  bed  was  a 
huge  four-poster  which  had  belonged  to  Granny  Dixon  herself 
in  her  young  days.  The  large-flowered  patterns  of  its  chintz 
hangings  were  faded  with  many  washings. 

Of  the  woman  lying  upon  it  there  was  little  left  but  skin 
and  bone.  She  seemed  all  eyes  and  voice — eyes  which  stared 
and  shone  in  the  gloom,  and  voice  which  broke  upon  the  silence 
with  an  awesome  power. 

"  She's  been  speaking  almost  i'  a  whisper  till  to-day," 
explained  Mrs.  Briarley,  under  her  breath,  "an'  aw  at  onct  th' 
change  set  in,  an'  it  coom  back  as  loud  as  ivver." 

She  lifted  her  hands,  beckoning  with  crooked  fingers. 

"  Coom  tha  here,"  she  commanded. 

Rachel  Ffrench  went  to  her  slowly.  She  had  no  color  left, 
and  all  her  hauteur  could  not  steady  her  voice. 

"  What  do  you  want ! "  she  asked,  standing  close  beside 
the  bed. 

For  a  few  seconds  there  was  silence,  in  which  the  large  eyes 
wandered  from  the  boarder  of  her  rich  dress  to  the  crown  of 
her  hair.     Then  Granny  Dixon  spoke  out : 
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"Wheer'st  flower?"  she  cried.  Tha'st  getten  it  on  thee 
again.     1  con  smell  it." 

It  was  true  that  she  wore  it  at  her  throat  as  she  had  done 
before.  A  panic  of  disgust  took  possession  of  her  as  she 
recollected  it.  It  was  as  if  the  two  were  somehow  bound 
together  by  it.  She  -aught  at  it  with  tremulcus  fingers,  and 
would  have  flung  it  awny,  but  it  fell  from  her  uncertain  clasp 
upon  the  bed,  and  she  would  not  have  touched  it  for  worlds. 

"  Gi'  it  to  me  !  "  commanded  Granny  Dixon. 

"  Pick  it  up  for  her,"  she  said  turning  to  Mrs.  Briarley,  and 
it  was  done,  and  the  shrivelled  fingers  held  it  and  the  old  eye 
devoured  it. 

"  He  used  to  wear  'em  i'  his  button-hole,"  proclaimed  the 
Voice,  "  an'  he  wur  a  han'some  chap— seventy  year  ago." 

"  Did  you  send  for  me  to  tell  me  that  ?  "  demanded  Rachel 
Ffrench. 

Granny  Dixon  turned  on  her  pile  of  pillows. 

"  Nay,"  she  said,  "  an'  I'm  forgettin'." 

There  was  a  gasp  between  the  two  last  words,  as  if  suddenly 
her  strength  was  failing  her. 

"  Get  thee  a  pen — an' — an'  write  summat,"  she  ordered. 

"  Get  it  quickly,"  said  Rachel  Ffrench,  "  and  let  me  humor 

her  and  go." 

She  noticed  the  little  gap  between  the  words  herself,  and 
the  next  instant  saw  a  faint  gray  pallor  spread  itself  over  the 
old  woman's  face. 

"  Get  the  pen  and  paper,"  she  repeated,  '*  and  call  in  the 
woman." 

They  brought  her  the  pen  and  paper  and  called  the  woman, 
who  came  in  stolidly,  ready  for  any  emergency.  Then  they 
waited  for  commands,  but  for  several  seconds  there  was  a  dead 
pause,  and  Granny  Dixon  lay  back,  staring  straight  before  her. 

"Quick!"  said  Rachel  Ffrench.     "What  do  you  want?" 

Granny   Dixon   rose   by  a  great  effort   upright   from   her 
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pillows.  She  pointed  to  Mrs.  Briarley  with  the  shar[),  bony 
fore-finger. 

"  I — leave  it — aw — to  her,^'  she  proclaimed,  •' — ivvery 
penny !     She's  th'  ony  one  among  'em  as  is  na  a  foo' !  " 

And  then  she  fell  back,  and  panted  and  stared  again. 

Mrs.  Briarley  lifted  her  apron  and  burst  into  tears. 

"  She  means  th'  brass,"  she  wailed.  "  Eh  !  Poor  (-wd  lass, 
who'd  ha  thowt  it !  " 

"  Do  you  mean,"  asked  Rachel  French,  "  that  you  wish  her 
to  have  your  money  ?  " 

A  nod  was  the  answer,  and  Mrs.  Briarley  shed  sympathetic 
tears  again.     Here  was  a  reward  lor  her  labors  indeed. 

What  she  wrote  Miss  Ffrench  scarcely  knew.  In  the  end 
there  was  her  own  name  signed  below,  and  a  black  scrawling 
mark  from  Granny  Dixon's  hand.  The  woman  who  had  come 
in  made  her  mark  also. 

"  Mak'  a  black  un,"  said  the  testatrix.     "  Let's  ha'  it  plain." 

Then,  turning  to  Rachel : 

"  Does  ta  want  to  know  wheer  th'  money  come  fro'  ?  Fro' 
Will  Ffrench — fro'  him.  He  wur  one  o'  th'  gentry  when  aw 
wur  said  an'  done— an'  I  wur  a  han'some  lass." 

When  it  was  done  they  all  stood  and  looked  at  each  other. 
Granny  Dixon  lay  back  upon  her  pillows,  drawing  sharp  breaths. 
She  was  looking  only  at  Rachel  Ffrench.  She  seemed  to  have 
forgotten  all  the  rest  of  them,  and  what  she  had  been  doing. 
All  that  was  left  of  the  Voice  was  a  loud,  halting  whisper. 

"  Wheer's  th'  flower  ?  "  she  said.     '*  I  canno  smell  it." 

It  was  in  her  hand. 

Rachel  Ffrench  drew  back. 

"  Let  me  go,"  she  said  to  Mrs.  Briarley.  "  I  cannot  stay 
here." 

"  He  used  to  wear  'em  i'  his  button-hole,"  she  heard,  "— 
seventy  year  ago— an'  she's  th'  very  moral  on  him."  And 
scarcely  knowing  how,  she  made  her  way  past  the  woman,  and 
out  of  the  house  and  into  the  fresh  air  and  sunshine. 
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"  Drive  home,"  she  said  to  the  coachman,   "  as  quickly  as 

possible." 

She  leaned  back  in  a  corner  of  the  carriage  shuddering. 

Suddenly  she  burst  into  wild  tears. 

But  there  were  no  traces  of  her  excitement  when  she  reached 
home.  She  descended  from  the  carriage  looking  quite  herself, 
and  after  dismissing  it  went  up  to  her  own  room. 

About  half  an  hour  later  she  came  down  and  went  into  the 
library.  Her  father  was  not  there,  and  on  inquiring  as  to  his 
whereabouts  from  a  servant  passing  the  open  door,  she  was 
told  that  he  had  gone  out. 

He  had  been  writing  letters,  it  was  evident.  His  chair 
stood  before  his  desk,  and  there  was  an  addressed  envelope 
lying  upon  it. 

She  went  to  the  desk  and  glanced  at  it  without  any  special 
motive  for  doing  so.  It  was  addressed  to  herself.  She  opened 
and  read  it. 

"  My  dear  Rachel,"  it  ran.  "  In  all  probability  we  shall  not 
meet  again  for  some  time.  I  find  myself  utterly  unable  to  re- 
main to  meet  the  blow  which  must  mevitably  fall  before  many 
days  are  over.  The  anxiety  of  the  past  year  has  made  me  a 
coward.  I  ask  your  forgiveness  for  what  you  may  call  my 
desertion  of  you.  We  have  never  relied  upon  each  other 
much,  and  you  at  least  are  not  included  in  my  ruin.  You  will 
not  be  called  upon  to  share  my  poverty.  You  had  better 
return  to  Paris  at  once.     With  a  faint  hope  that  you  will  at 

least  pity  me, 

'*  I  remain, 

"  Your  affectionate  father, 

"  Gerard  Ffrench." 
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CHAPTER  LII. 

"haworth's  is  done  with." 

Almost  at  the  same  moment,  Haworth  was  reading,  in  his 
room  at  the  Works,  the  letter  which  had  been  left  for  himself. 

"  I  have  borne  as  much  as  I  can  bear,"  it  ended.  "  My 
punishment  for  my  folly  is  that  I  am  a  ruined  man  and  a 
fugitive.  My  presence  upon  the  scene,  when  the  climax 
comes,  would  be  of  no  benefit  to  either  of  us.  Pardon  me,  if 
you  can,  for  the  wrong  1  have  unintentionally  done  you.  My 
ill-luck  was  sheerly  the  result  of  circumstances.  Even  yet,  I 
cannot  help  thinking  that  there  was  great  possibilities  in  my 
plans  But  you  will  not  believe  this  and  I  will  say  no  more. 
^  "  In  haste, 

"  Ffrench." 

When  Rachel  Ffrench  finished  reading  her  note  she  lighted 
a  taper  and  held  the  paper  to  it  until  it  war-  reduced  to  ashes, 
and  afterward  turned  away  merely  a  shade  paler  and  colder 
ttan  before.  Haworth  having  finished  the  reading  of  Ffrench's 
letter,  sat  for  a  few  seconds  staring  down  at  it  as  it  lay  before 
him  on  the  table.     Then  he  burst  into  a  brutal  laugh. 

After  that,  he  sat  stupefied— his  elbows  on  the  table,  his 
head  on  his  hands.     He  did  not  move  for  half  an  hour. 

The  Works  saw  very  little  of  him  during  the  day.  He  re- 
mained alone  in  his  room,  not  showing  himself,  and  one  of  the 
head  clerks,  coming  in  from  the  Bank  on  business,  went  back 
mystified,  and  remarked  in  confidence  to  a  companion  that 
"  things  had  a  queer  look." 

He  did  not  leave  the  Works  until  late,  and  then  went  home. 
All  through  the  evening  his  mother  watched  him  in  her  old 
tender  way.  She  tried  to  interest  him  with  her  history  of  the 
Briarlcy's  bereavement  and  unexpected  good  fortune.  She 
shed  tears  over  her  recital. 

"  So  old,  my  dear,"  she  said.     "  Old  enough  to  have  out- 
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lived  her  own —an'  her  ways  a  little  hard,"  wiping  her  eyes. 
«« I'd  like  to  be  grieved  for  more,  Jem— though  perhaps  it's 
only  nat'ral  as  it  should  be  so.     She  hadn't  no  son  to  miss  her 
as  you'll  miss  me.     /  shouldn't  like  to  be  the  last,  Jem." 
He  had   been  listening  mechanically  and  he  started  and 

turned  to  her. 

"  The  last  ?"  he  said.     "  Aye,  it's  a  bit  hard." 
It  was  as  if  she  had  suggested  a  new  thought  to  him  of  which 
he  could  not  rid  himself  at  once.     He  kept  looking  at  her,  his 
eyes  wandering  over  her  frail  little  figure  and  innocent  old 

face,  restlessly. 

"  But  I  haven't  no  fear,"  she  went  on,  "  though  we  never 
know  what's  to  come.  But  you're  a  strong  man,  and  there's 
not  like  to  be  many  more  years  for  me— though  I'm  so  well 

an'  happy."  ,  .       ^  , 

"  You  might  live  a  score,"  he  answered  m  an  abstracted  way, 

his  eyes  still  fixed  on  her. 

"  Not  without  you,"  she  returned.  "  It's  you  that's  life  to 
me— an'  strength— an'  peace."  The  innocent  tears  were  in  her 
voice  again,  and  her  eyes  were  bright  with  them. 

He  lay  down  awhile  but  could  not  lie  still.  He  got  up  and 
came  and  stood  near  her  and  talked  and  then  moved  here  and 
there,  picking  up  one  thing  and  another,  holding  them  idly 
for  a  few  seconds  and  then  setting  them  aside.  At  last  she 
was  going  to  bed  and  came  to  bid  him  good-night.  He  laid 
his  hand  on  her  shoulder  caressingly. 

•'  There's  never  been  aught  like  trouble  between  us  two,"  he 
said.  "  I've  been  a  quiet  enough  chap,  and  different  somehow 
—when  I've  been  nigh  you.  What  I've  done,  I've  done  for 
your  sake  and  for  the  best." 

In  the  morning  the  Works  were  closed,  the  doors  of  the 
Bank  remained  unopcncu,  ujiu  luc  ncwo  3^;i\.a.xj.  zl^L^.  ^rti^-i^.^ 
from  house  to  house  and  from  street  to  street  and  beyond  the 
limits  of  the  town— until  before  noon  it  was  known  through  the 
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whole  country  side  that  Ffrench  had  fled  and  Jem  Ilaworth 
was  a  ruined  man. 

It  reached  the  public  ear  in  the  first  instance  in  the  ordinary 
commonplace  manner  through  the  individMals  who  had  sud- 
denly descended  upon  the  place  to  take  possession.  A  great 
crowd  gathered  about  the  closed  gates  and  murmured  and 
stared  and  anathematized. 

"  Theer's  been  summat  up  for  mony  a  month,"  said  one  sage. 
"  I've  seed  it.     He  wur  na  hissen,  wur  na  Haworth." 

"  Nay,"  said  another,  "  that  he  wur  na.  Th'  chap  has  na 
been  o'  a  decent  spree  sin'  Ffrench  coom." 

"  Happen,"  added  a  third,  "  ///a/  wur  what  started  him  on 
th'  road  downhill.     A  chap  is  na  good  for  much  as  has  na 

reg'lar  habits." 

"  Ave,  an'  Haworth  wur  reg'lar  enow  when  he  set  up.  Good 
Lord  !  who'd  a  thowt  o'  that  chap  i'  bankru'^' 

At  the  outset  the  feeling  manifested  was  not  unamiable  to 
Haworth,  but  it  was  not  very  long  before  the  closing  of  the 
Bank  dawned  upon  the  public  in  a  new  light.  It  meant  loss 
and  ruin.  The  first  man  who  roused  the  tumult  was  a  burly 
farmer  who  dashed  into  the  town  on  a  sweating  horse,  spurring 
it  as  he  rode  and  wearing  a  red  and  furious  face.  He  left  his 
horse  at  an  inn  and  came  down  to  the  Bank,  booted  and 
spurred  and  whip  in  hand. 

"  VVheer's  Ffrench  ? "  he  shouted  to  the  smaller  crowd 
attracted  there,  and  whose  views  as  to  the  ultimate  settlement 
of  things  were  extremely  vague.     "  Wheer's  Ffrench  an'  wheer's 

Haworth?" 

Half  a  dozen  voices  volunteered  information  regarding 
Ffrench,  but  no  one  knew  anything  of  Haworth.  He  might 
be  in  a  dozen  places,  but  no  one  had  yet  seen  him  or  heard  of 
.  his  whereabouts.  The  man  began  to  push  his  way  toward  the 
building,  swearing  hotly.  He  mounted  the  steps  and  struck 
violently  on  the  door  with  his  whip. 

''  I'll  mak'  him  hear  if  he's  shut  hissen  i'  here,"  he  cried. 
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«*  Th'  shifty  villain's  got  ivvery  shillin'  o'  brass  I've  been  savin' 
for  mv  lirtle  wench  for  th'  last  ten  year.     I'll  ha'  it  back,  if  it's 

t4J  bv     ^'Ott«^*»1    " 

"  Th  ''  ne'er  see  it  again,"  shouted  a  voice  in  the  crowd. 
"Thadst  .  ^-tter  ha'  stuck  to  th'  owd  stockiu'  lad." 

'J  hen  the  uproar  began.  One  luckless  depositor  after 
another  was  added  to  the  crowd.  They  might  easily  be 
known  among  the  "st  by  their  pale  faces.  Some  of  them  wen. 
>»tunned  into  silence,  l)Ut  the  greater  portion  of  them  were 
loud  af d  passionate  in  their  ntcry.  A  few  women  hung 
on  the  outskirts,  wiping  their  eyes  every  now  and  then  with 
their  aprons,  and  sometimes  bursting  into  audible  fits  of 
weeping. 

"  I've  been  goin'  out  charrm'  for  four  year,"  said  one,  "  to 
buy  silks  an'  satins  for  th'  gentry.     Yo'  nivver  seed  /ler  i'  owt 

else." 

And  all  knew  whom  she  meant,  and  joined  in   shouts  of 

rage. 

Sometimes  it  was  Ffrench  against  whom  their  anger  was 
most  violent—Ffrench,  who  had  been  born  among  them  a 
gentleman,  and  who  should  have  been  gentleman  enough  not 
to  plunder  and  deceive  them.  And  again  it  was  Haworth— 
Haworth,  who  had  lived  as  hard  as  any  of  them  and  knew 
what  their  poverty  was,  and  should  have  done  fairly  by  them, 
if  ever  man  should. 

In  the  course  of  the  afternoon  Murdoch,  gathering  no  news 
of  Haworth  elsewhere,  went  to  his  house.  A  panic-stricken 
servant  let  him  in  and  led  him  into  the  great  room  where  he 
had  spent  his  first  evening,  long  ago.  Despite  its  splendor, 
it  looked  empty  and  lifeless,  but  when  he  entered,  there  rose 
from  a  carved  and  satin  upholstered  chair  in  one  corner  a 
little  old  figure  in  a  black  dress— Jem  Haworth's  mother,  who 
canic  to  uiiii  Willi  a  wmi^  t-rUt.  <- — ^i  k^.  c. 

"  Sir,"  v;ere  her  greeting  words,  "  where  is  he" 

"  I  came  to  see  him,"  he  answered,  "  I  thought " 
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"  No,"  she  interrupted,  "  he  is  not  here.  He  has  not  been 
here  since  morning." 

She  began  to  tremble,  but  she  shed  m  tears. 

"  There's  been  r  ood  many  to  a  k  t  •  him,"  she  went  on. 
«•  Gentlemen,  an'  them  as  was  rough,  an'  didn't  mind  me  bein' 
a  woman  an'  old.  Fhoy  were  harder  than  you'd  think,  an  — 
troubled  as  I've  boen,  I  was  ^lad  he  was  not  here  to  see  'era. 
But  I'd  be  more  comfortable  if  I  could  rightly  understand." 

"  I  can  only  tell  you  what  I  know.''  he  said.  "  It  isn't 
much.     I  have  only  gathered  it  from  people  on  th<^  streets." 

He  led  her  back  to  her  chair,  and  did  not  loosen  his  light 
grasp  on  her  hand  while  he  told  her  the  story  as  he  had  heard 
it.  His  own  mood  was  so  subdued  that  it  was  easier  than  he 
had  thought  to  use  words  which  would  lighten  the  first  weight 

of  the  blow. 

She  asked  no  questions  after  his  explanation  was  over. 

"  He's  a  poor  man,"  she  said  at  last,— '*  a  poor  man,  but— 
we  was  poor  before." 

Suddenly  her  tears  burst  forth. 

'<  They've  said  hard  things  to  me  to-day. '  she  cried.  "  1 
don't  believe  'em,  Jem,  my  dear— now  less  than  ever." 

He  comforted  her  as  best  he  could.  He  cou  d  easily  under- 
stand what  they  had  told  her,  how  much  of  the  truth  and  how 
much  of  angry  falsehood. 

'<  When  he  comes  back,"  she  said,  "  I  shall  be  here  to  meet 
him.  Wherever  he  is,  an'  however  much  he's  broke  down  with 
trouble,  he  knows  that.     He'll  come  here  to-nigl  t,  an'  I  shall 

be  here." 

Before  he  went  away  he  asked  if  he  might  se-d  Christian 
or  his  mother  to  her.  But  though  she  thanked  1  m,  she  re- 
fused. 

"  I  know  how  good  they'd  be,"  she  said,  "  an'  \\  uit  a  com- 
foit  in  the  lonesorueness,  but  Wiien  nc  comcn  ,,q  \<  -an*  to  ne 
alone,  an'  a  unfamiliar  face  might  trouble  him." 

But  he  did  not  come  back.     The  day  went  on,  and  the  ex- 
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citement  increased  and  waned  by  turns.  The  crowd  grew  and 
surged  about  the  Bank  and  shouted  itself  hoarse,  and  would 
have  broken  a  few  windows  if  it  had  not  been  restrained  by 
the  police  force,  who  appeared  upon  the  field ;  and  there  were 
yells  for  Haworth  and  for  Ffrench,  but  by  this  time  Mr. 
Ffrench  had  reached  Rotterdam  and  Haworth  was— no  one 
knew  where,  since  he  had  not  been  seen  at  all.  And  when  at 
length  dusk  fell  upon  the  town,  the  crowd  had  dwindled  away 
and  gone  home  by  ones  and  twos,  and  in  Jem  Haworth's 
house  sat  his  mother,  watching  and  waiting,  and  strainmg  her 
ears  to  catch  every  passing  sound. 

She  had  kept  up  her  courage  bravely  through  the  first  part 
of  the  day,  but  the  strangers  who  came  one  after  the  other, 
and  sometimes  even  two  or  three  together,  to  demand  her 
son  with  loud  words  and  denunciations  and  even  threats,  were 
a  sore  trial  to  her.     Some  of  them   flung  their  evil  stories  at 
her  without  remorse,   taking   it  for   granted  that  they   were 
nothing  new  to  her  ears,  and  even  those  who  had  some  com- 
punction muttered  among  themselves  and  hinted  angrily  at 
what  the  others  spoke  outright.     Her  strength  began  to  give 
way,  and  she  quailed  and  trembled  before  them,  but  she  never 
let  their  words  pass  without  a  desperate  effort  to  defend  her 
boy.     Then  they  stared  or  laughed  at  her,  or  went  away  m 
sullen  silence,  and  she  was  left  to  struggle  with  her  grief  and 
terror  alone  until  some  new  call  was  made  upon  her,  and  she 
must  bear  all  again.     When  the  twilight  came  she  was  still 
alone,  and  sat  in  the  darkened  room  battling  against  a  dread 
which  had  crept  slowly  upon  her.     Of  all  those  who  had  come 
none  had  known  where  he  was.     They  did  not  know  in  the 
town,  and  he  had  not  come  back. 

"  He  might  go,"  she  whispered,  "  but  he'd  not  go  without  me. 
He's  been  true  and  fond  of  his  mother,  let  them  say  what  they 
will.     He'd  never  leave  me  here  alone." 

Her  thoughts  went  back  over  the  long  years  from  his  birth 
to  the  day  of  his  highest  success.     She  remembered  how  he 
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had  fought  mth  fate,  and  made  his  ™y  and  refused  to  be  con 
nuered.     She  thought  of  the  wealth  he  had  «<>"• '^^P"""' 
r  popularity,  and  of  his  boa.,t  that  he  had  never  been  beaten, 
and  she  began  to  sob  in  the  shadow  of  her  corner. 

..  He's  lost  it  all,"  she  cried.     "  An'  he  won  U  w.h  h.s  own 
hands  an'  worked  for  it  an'  bore  up  agen  a  world  !    An  .ts 

'"u  L  when  she  came  to  this  point  that  her  terror  seized  on 
her  as  it  had  never  done  before.     She  got  up,  shakmg  m  every 

""J'i'll  .0  to  hitn  myself,"  she  said.  "  Who  should  go  to  him 
but  h  mo  her?  Who  should  find  him  an'  be  a  help  to  h,n, 
if  I  can't.  Jem-Jem,  my  dear,  it's  ,ne  that's  com.n'  to  you- 
met" 

He  had  been  sitting  in  a  small  back  office  in  the  Bank  all 
through  the  the  day  when  they  had  been  callmg  and  searchmg 

o  Wm.     He  had  go.  in  early  and  locked  the  door  and  wa.ted 
know  ng  well  enough  all  that  was  to  come.     It  was  no  feehng  of 
fear  tha't  made  him'keep  hidden;  he  had  done  w.th^ear-f 
indeed  he  had  ever  felt  it  in  his  life.     He  knew  what  he  was 
tSlo  do  and  he  laid  his  plans  coolly.     He  was  to  stay    ere 

and  do  the  work  that  lay  before  him  and  leave  thmgs  as 
traigh^  as  he  could,  and  then  at  night  when  all  was  , met  he 

,vould  make  his  way  out  in  the  dark  and  go  to  the  Wo  ks^      t 

was  only  a  fancy,  this,  of  going  to  the  Works,  but  he  clung 

"rrlerbeen  clearer-headed  in  his  "y,  ^^ 
times  as  he  was  making  a  calculation  or  wr.tmg  a  letter 
would  dash  down  his  work  and  fall  to  cursmg.  •      __ 

"There's  not  another  chap  in  Kngland  that  had  done  >t,    he 
would  sav     "  And  it's  gone  !-  -it's  gone  !-it  s  gone  ! 
^™S.ain  he  woul/break  into  a  short  laugh,  remen^e  - 
inE  the  m"^  p.  and  his  speech  and  poor  Firend,  s  ^..mol  ng, 
overwhehned  reply  to  it.    When  he  heard  the  cro.d  shouung 
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and  hooting  at  the  front,  he  went  into  a  room  facing  the  street 
and  watched  them  through  a  chink  in  the  shutter,  ^le  heard 
the  red-faced  farmer's  anathemas,  and  swore  a  httle  himselt, 
knowing  his  story  was  true. 

"Tha  Shalt  have  all  Haworth  can  give,  chaps,"  he  muttered, 
"  an'  welcome.     Hell  take  nowt  with  him." 

He  laughed  again  but  suddenly  stopped,  and  walked  back 
into  the  little  office  silently,  and  waited  there. 

At  nightfall  he  went  out  of  a  back  door  and  slipped  through 
unfrequented  by-ways,  feeling  his  heart  beat  with  heavy  thuds 
as  he  went.  Nothing  stood  in  his  way  and  he  got  in,  as  he 
believed  he  should.  The  instant  his  foot  crossed  the  threshold 
a  change  came  upon  him.  He  forgot  all  else  but  what  lay 
before  him.     He  was  less  calm,  and  in  some  little  hurry. 

He  reached  his  room  and  lighted  the  gas  dimly-only  so 
that  he  could  see  to  move  about.  Then  he  went  to  his  desk 
and  opened  it  and  took  out  one  of  a  pair  of  pistols,  speakmg 
aloud  as  he  did  so.  ^^ 

'« Here,"  he  said,  "  is  the  end  of  Jem  Haworth. 
He  knew  where  to  aim,  the  heavy  thuds  marked  the  spot  for 

him.  ,, 

"  I'll  count  three,"  he  said,  "  and  then 

He  began  slowly,   steadily,  but  in  a  voice  that  fell  with  a 
hollow  sound  upon  the  dead  stillness. 

"  One  "  he  said  "  Two  !"  and  his  hand  dropped  at  his  side 
with  his  weapon  in  it,  for  at  the  door  stood  his  mother.  In 
an  instant  she  had  fallen  upon  her  knees  and  dragged  herself 
toward  him  and  was  clinging  to  his  hand. 

u  No— Jem  !"  she  panted.     "  No,  not  that,  my  dear-God 

forbid!" 

He  staggered  back  though  she  still  clung  to  him.  ^^ 
'*  How,"  he  faltered,—"  how  did  you  come  here  ?" 
.<  The  Lord  led  me,^'  she  sobbed.     ^'  He  put  it  into  my  heart 
and  showed  me  the  way,  an'  you  had  forgot  the  door,  Jem- 
thank  God!" 
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«  You — saw — what  I  was  going  to  do?" 

"What  you  was  going  to  do,  but  what  you'll  never  do,  Jem, 
an'  me  to  live  an'  suffer  when  it's  done— me  as  you've  been  so 
good  an'  such  a  comfort  to." 

In  the  dim  light  she  knelt  sobbing  at  his  feet. 

"  Let  me  sit  down,"  he  said.     "  And  sit  down  nigh  me.     I've 

summat  to  tell  you." 

But  though  he  sank  into  the  chair  she  would  not  get  up,  but 
kept  her  place  in  spite  of  him  and  went  on. 

"  To-day  there  have  been  black  tales  told  you?"  he  said. 

"  Yes,"  she  cried,  "  but " 

"  They're  true,"  he  said,  "  th'  worst  on  'em." 

''No— no!" 

He  stopped  her  by  going  on  monotonously  as  if  she  had  not 

spoken. 

"  Think  of  the  worst  you've  ever  known— you've  not  known 
much— and  then  say  to  yourself,  '  He's  worse  a  hundred  times ;' 
think  of  the  blackest  you  have  ever  known  to  be  done,  and 
then  say  to  yourself,  '  What  he's  done's  blacker  yet.'     If  any 
chap  has  told  you  I've  stood  at  naught  until  there  was  next  to 
naught  I'd  left  undone,  he  spoke  true.     If  there  was  any  one 
told  you  I  set  th'  decent  ones  by  the  ears  and  laughed  'em  in 
the  face,  he  spoke  true.     If  any  o'  'em  said  I  was  a  dread  and 
a  by-word,  they  spoke  true,  too.     The  night  you  came  there 
were  men  and  women  in  th'  house  that  couldn't  look  you  in 
th'  face  and  that  felt  shame  for  th'  first  time  in  their  lives— 
mayhap— because  you  didn't  know  what  they  were,  an'  took 
'em  to  be  as  innocent  as  yourself.     There's  not  a  sin  I  haven  t 
tasted,  nor  a  wrong  I've  not  done.     I've  had  murder  in  my 
mind  an'  planned  it.     I've  been  mad  for  a  woman  not  worth 
even  what  Jem  Haworth  had  to  give  her-and  I've  won  all  i  d 
swore  I'd  win-an'  lost  it !     Now  tell^  me  if  there's  aught  else 
to  do  but  what  I've  set  my  mind  on?" 

She  clung  to  his  heavy  hand  as  she  had  not  clung  to  it  before, 
and  laid  her  withered  cheek  upon  it  and  kissed  it.     Bruised 
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and  crushed  as  she  was  with  the  blows  he  had  deaU,  she  would 
Tot  let  it  go  free  yet.  Her  words  came  from  her  hps  a  broken 
cry,  with  piteous  sobs  between  them.     Bu,  she  had  her  answer 

"'^That  as  I've  thanked  God  for  all  myl.fe"  she  said,  "He'll 
surely  give  me  in  the  end.     He  couldn't  hold  it  back-I  ve  so 
TeUeled  an'  been  grateful  to  Him.     If  there  "'^^  ^J-;-; 
you  what  would  make  a  good  man,  my  dear,  I  ^f^"'''^^ 
been  so  deceived  an'  so  happy     No-not  dece.ved--*a.  am  t 
the  word  Tem-the  good  was  there.     You've  lived  two  l.ves 
n  y  be  Ibut  one  1  good,  thank  God  '.    You've  been  a  good 
Tto  ;ne.    You've  never  hurt  me,  an'  it  was  yo- love  a^h  d 
from  me  the  wrong  you  did.     You  d>d  love  me.  J^T'"""; 
rive  that  un-never.    There's  nothmg  you've  done  as  can 
^tlVSn  that,  with  her  as  is  your  mother.    You  love    m. 
an'  was  my  own  son-my  boy  as  was  a  comfort  an  a  pnde 
me  from  the  first." 

He  watched  her  with  a  stunned  look  . 

-You  didn't  believe  t/iem;'  he  said  hoarsely,      and  >ou 
don't  believe  nie  V 
She  put  her  hand  to  her  heart  and  ^l™"^';""  f  f ' ,     ,^  .  ;  , 
"  It  hasn't  come  home  to  me  yet,"  she  sa.d.       I  don  t  th.nk 

it  ever  will."  .     ,  .     .  , ,        Up 

He  looked  helplessly  toward  the  pistol  on  the  table.     He 

knew  it  was  all  over  and  he  should  not  use  it. 

-  What  must  I  do  ?"  he  said  in  the  same  hoarse  voice. 

-  Get  up,"  she  said,  ''  an'  come  with  me.  I'm  a  old  woman 
but  my  heart's  strong,  an'  we've  been  poor  before.  We  I  go 
away  together  an'  leave  it  all  behind-all  the  sorrow  of  an 
the  sin  an'  the  shame.  The  life  I  thousht  you  lived  my  dear 
is  to  be  lived  yet.  Theer's  places  where  they  won  t  know  us 
an'  where  we  can  begin  again.     Get  up  and  come  with  me. 

He  scarcely  grasped  what  she  meant. 

"  With  you  !"  he  repeated.     "  You  want  me  to  go  now  .^^ 

-  Yes,"  she  answered,  *'  for  Christ's  sake,  my  dear,  now. 
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He  began  to  see  the  meaning  and  possibility  of  her  simple, 
woman's  plan,  and  got  up,  ready  to  follow  her.  And  then  he 
found  that  the  want  of  food  and  the  long  day  had  worn  upon 
him  so  that  he  was  weak.     She  put  her  arm  beneath  his  and 

tried  to  support  him. 

"  Lean  on  me,  my  dear,"  she  said.     ''  I'm  stronger  than  you 

think."  ^    ^      .      , 

They  went  out,  leaving  the  empty  room  and  the  pistol  on 
the  table  and  the  dim  light  burni  ig.  And  then  they  had  locked 
the  gate  and  were  outside  with  the  few  stars  shining  above  and 
the  great  black  Works  looming  up  befc"e  them. 

He  stopped  a  moment  to  look  back  and  up  and  remembered 
the  key.  Suddenly  he  raised  it  in  his  hand  and  flung  it  across 
the  top  of  the  locked  gate ;  they  heard  it  fall  inside  upon  the 
pavement  with  a  clang. 

"  They'll  wonder  how  it  came  there,  he  said.  "  They'll  take 
down  the  name  to-morrow.     '  Haworth's '  is  done  with  !" 

He  turned  to  her  and  said,  "  Come."  His  voice  was  a  little 
stronger.  They  went  down  the  lane  together,  and  were  lost  in 
the  darkness. 


CHAPTER  LIH. 

"a  bit  o'  good  black." 

Granny  Dixon  was  interred  with  pomp  and  ceremony,  or,  at 
least,  with  what  appeared  pomp  and  ceremony  in  the  eyes  of 
the  lower  social  stratum  of  Broxton. 

Mrs.  Briarley's  idea  concerning  the  legacy  left  her  had  been 
of  the  vaguest.  Her  revered  relative  had  shrewdly  kept  the 
amount  of  her  possessions  strictly  to  herself,  if  indeed,  she 
knew  definitely  what  they  were.  She  had  spent  but  little,  dis- 
creetly living  upon  the  expectations  of  her  kindred.  She  had 
never  been  known  to  give  anybody  anything,  and  had  dealt 
out  the  money  to  be  expended  upon  her  own  wants  with  a 
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close  hand.  Consequently,  the  principal,  which  bad  been  a 
mystery  from  the  first,  had  accumulated  in  an  agreeably  steady 
manner. 

Between  her  periodic  fits  of  weeping  in  her  character  of  sole 
legatee,  Mrs.  Briarley  speculated  with  matronly  prudence  upon 
the  possibility  of  the  interest  even  amounting  to  "  a  matter  o' 
ten  or  fifteen  shillin'  a  week,"  and  found  the  pangs  of  bereave- 
ment materially  softened  thereby.  There  was  a  great  deal  of 
consolation  to  be  derived  from  "  ten  or  fifteen  shillin'  a  week." 
"  I'll  ha'  a  bit  o'  good  black,"  she  said,  "  an'  we'll  gi'  her  a 
noice  buryin'."  Only  a  severe  sense  of  duty  to  the  deceased 
rescued  her  from  tempering  her  mournfulness  with  an  air  of 
modest  cheer. 

The  "  bit  o'  good  black  "  was  the  first  investment.  There 
was  a  gown  remarkable  for  such  stiffness  of  lining  and  a  ten- 
dency to  crackle  upon  every  movement  of  the  wearer,  and 
there  was  a  shawl  of  great  weight  and  size,  and  a  bonnet  which 
was  a  marvel  of  unmitigated  affliction  as  expressed  by  floral 
decorations  of  black  crape  and  beads. 

"  Have  thee  beads  i'  thy  bonnet  an'  a  pair  o'  black  gloves, 
mother,"  said  Janey,  "  an'  tha'lt  be  dressed  up  for  onct  i'  thy 
loife.     Eh  !  but  I'd  loike  to  go  i'  mournin'.  mysei." 

"  Aye,  and  so  tha  should,  Jane  Ann,  if  I  could  afford  it," 
replied  Mrs.  Briarley.  "  Theer's  nowt  loike  a  bit  o'  black  fur 
makin'  foak  look  dressed.  There's  summat  cheerful  about  it 
i'  a  quoiet  way.  But  nivver  thee  moind,  tha'lt  get  these  here 
things  o'  moine  when  I'm  done  wi'  'em,  an'  happen  tha'lt  ha' 
growed  up  to  fit  the  bonnet  by  then." 

The  occasion  of  the  puttiv.g  on  of  the  festive  garb,  was  Mrs. 
Briarley's  visit  to  Manchester  to  examine  into  the  state  of  her 
relative's  affairs,  and  such  was  the  effect  produced  upon  the 
mind  of  Mr.  Briarley  by  the  air  of  high  life  surrounding  him 
that  he  retired  into   the  late  Mrs.    Dixon's  chair  and  wept 

copiously. 

"  I  nivver  thowt  to  see  thee  dressed  up  i'  so  much  luxury 
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Sararann,"  he  said,  "  an*  it  sets  me  back.  Tha  does  na  look 
loike  thysen.  Tha  looks  as  though  tha  moight  be  one  o'  th' 
nobility,  goin'  to  th'  Duke  o'  Wellington's  funeral  to  roide  be- 
hold th'  hearse.     I'm  not  worthy  o'  thee.     I  nivver  browt  thee 

luck.     I'm  a  misforchnit  cha " 

"  If  tha'd  shut  thy  mouth  an'  keep  it  shut  till  some  one  axes 
thee  to  oppen  it,  tha'd  do  well  enow,"  interposed  Mrs.  Briarley, 
with  a  manifest  weakening  toward  the  culprit  even  in  the  midst 
of  her  sterness.  "  He  is  na  so  bad,"  she  used  to  say,  leniently, 
"  if  he  hadna  been  born  a  foo'." 

But  this  recalled  to  Mr.  Briarley  such  memories  as  only 
plunged  him  into  deeper  depression. 

'*  Theer  is  na  many  as  axes  me  to  oppen  it  i'  these  days, 
Sararann,"  he  said,  with  mournfulness.  "  It  has  na  oppen't  to 
mich  purpose  for  mony  a  day.  Even  th'  hospittyblest  on  'em 
gets  toired  o'  a  chap  as  sees  nowt  but  misforchin.  I  mowt  as 
well  turn  teetotal  an'  git  th'  credit  on  it.  Happen  theer's  a  bit 
o'  pleasure  to  be  getten  out  o'  staggerin'  through  th'  streets  wi' 
a  banner  i'  th'  Whit-week  possession.  I  dunnot  know.  I've 
thowt  mysen  as  happen  th'  tea  a  chap  has  to  drink  when  th' 
excitement's  ower,  an'  th'  speeches  ud  a'most  be  a  drorback 
even  to  that.     But  I  mun  say  I've  thowt  o'  tryin'." 

It  may  be  here  remarked  that  since  Mrs.  Briarley's  sudden 
accession  to  fortune,  Mr.  Briarley's  manner  had  been  that  of 
an  humble  and  sincere  penitent,  whose  sympathies  were  slowly 
but  surely  verging  toward  the  noble  cause  of  temperance.  He 
had  repeatedly  deplored  his  wanderings  from  the  path  of  sobriety 
and  rectitude  with  tearful  though  subdued  eloquence,  and 
frequently  intimated  a  mournful  inclination  to  "jine  th' 
teetotals."  Though,  strange  to  say,  the  effect  of  these  sincere 
manifestations  had  not  been  such  as  to  restore  in  the  partner 
of  his  joys  and  sorrows  that  unlimited  confidence  which  would 
allnw  of  her  confidin<y  to  his  care  the  small  amount  he  had  once 
or  twice  feebly  suggested  her  favoring  him  with,  "  to  settle  wi 
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a  violent  and  not-to-be-pacified  creditor  of  whom  he  stated  he 

stood  in  bodily  fear,  , 

"  I  dunnot  know  as  I  ivver  seed  a  chap  as  were  as  desp  rit 
ower  a  little,"  he  remarked.     "  It  is  na  but  eighteen  pence, 
an'  he  ses  he'll  ha'  it,  or-or  see  about  it.     He  stands  at  th 
street  corner-near  th'   '  Who'd  ha'  Thowt  it,'-an'  he  will  na 
listen  to  owt.     He  says  a  chap  as  has  coom  i'  to  property  can 
pay  eighteen  pence.    He  wunnot  believe  me,"  he  added  weakly 
-  when  I  say  as  it  is  na  me  as  has  getten  th'  brass,  but  yo      It 
mak's  him  worse  to  try  to  mak'  him  understand.     He  will  na 
believe  me,  an'  he's  a  chap  as  would  na  stand   back  at  owt. 
Theer  wur  a  man  i'  Marfort  as  owed  him  thrippence  as  he-he 
mashed  i'  to  a  jelly,  Sararann-an'  it  wur  fur  thrippence.'         ^ 
-  Aye,"  said  Mrs.  Briarley,  dryly,   ''  .n'  theer's  no  knowm 
what  he'd  do  fur  eighteen  pence.     Theer's  a  bad  lookout  lur 

thee,  sure  enow ! "  r  a    ,« 

Mr.  Briarley  paused  and  surveyed  her  for  a  few  seconds  in 
painful  silence.  Then  he  looked  at  the  floor,  as  if  appealing 
to  it  for  assistance,  but  even  here  he  met  with  ndifference, 
and  his  wounded  spirit  sought  relief  in  meek  protestations. 

"  Tha  has  na  no  confydence  in  me,  Sararann,  he  said. 
-Happen  th'  teetotals  would  na  ha'  neyther,  h.ppen  they 
wouldn't,  an'  wheer's  th'  use  o'  a  chap  thinkin'  o'  jinin'  'em  when 
they  mowt  ha'  no  confydence  i'  him.  When  a  mon  s  fam  ly 
mistrusts  him,  an'  has  na  no  belief  in  what  he  says,  he  canna 
help  feelin'  as  he  is  na  incouraged.  Tha  is  na  incouragin ,  Sar- 
arann—theer's  wheer  it  is." 

But  when,  after  her  visit  to  Manchester,  Mrs.  Briarley 
returned,  even  Mr.  Briarley's  spirits  rose,  though  under  stress 
of  circumstances  and  in  private.  On  entering  the  house  Mrs. 
Briarley  sank  into  a  chair,  breathless  and  overawed. 

"  It's  two  pound  ten  a  week,  Janey  1 "  she  announced  in  a 

.     ,      •  '^  \-^'  -I. "  bq'  tbv  hlark  as   soon,  as  tha 

hysterical  voice.     ■•  An   ma  v-an  na  u.,^  

wants  it."     And  Mrs.  Briarley  burst   at  once  into  luxurious 
weeping. 
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Janey  dropped  on  to  a  stool,  rolled  her  arms  under  her  apron 

and  sat  gasping. 

"Two   pound  ten  a  week!"  she  exclaimed.     "1  dunnot 

believe  it !  " 

But  she  was  persuaded  to  believe  by  means  of  sound  proof 
and  solid  argument,  and  even  the  proprieties  were  scarcely 
sufficient  to  tone  down  the  prevailing  emotion. 

"  Theer's  a  good  deal  to  be  getten  wi'  two  pound  ten  a  week," 
soliloquized  Mr.  Briarley  in  his  corner.  "  I've  heerd  o'  heads 
o'  fam'lies  as  wur  'lowanced.  Summat  could  be  done  wi' 
three  shillin'  a  week.     Wi'  four  shillin'  a  chap  could  be  i'  pary- 

dise." 

But  this,  be  it  observed,  was  merely  soliloquy,  timorously 

ventured  upon  in  the  temporary  security  afforded  by  the  pre- 
vailing excitement. 

At  the  funeral  the  whole  family  appeared  clothed  in  new 
garments  of  the  most  sombre  description.  There  were  three 
black  coaches  and  Mrs.  Briarley  was  supported  by  numerous 
friends  who  alternately  cheered  and  condoled  with  her. 

''  Tha  mun  remember,"  they  said,  "  as  she's  better  off,  poor 

thing." 

Mr.  Briarley,  who  had  been  adorned  with  a  hat-band  of 
appalling  width  and  .ength,  and  had  been  furthermore  inserted 
into  a  pair  of  gloves  some  inches  too  long  in  the  fingers,  over- 
came his  emotion  at  this  juncture  sufficiently  to  make  an  en- 
deavor to  mgratiate  himself.  He  withdrew  his  handkerchief 
from  his  face  and  addressed  Mrs.  Briarley. 

"  Aye,"  he  said,  "  tha  mun  bear  up,  Sararann.  She  is  better 
off— happen— an'  so  are  we." 

And  he  glanced  round  with  a  faint  smile  which,  however, 
faded  out  with  singular  rapidity,  and  le  him  looking  some- 
what  aghast. 
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CHAPTER  LIV. 


**  IT   WILL    HE   TO    YOU. 

They  found  the  key  lying  within  the  locked  gate,  and  the  dim 
lif^ht  burning  and  the  pistol  loaded  upon  the  table.  The  great 
house  stood  empty  with  all  its  grandeur  intact.  The  servants 
had  been  paid  their  wages  a  few  days  before  the  crash  and 
had  gone  away.  Nothing  had  been  moved,  nothing  taken. 
The  creditors,  who  found  to  their  amazement  that  all  was  left 
in  their  hands  to  dispose  of  as  they  chose,  agreed  that  this  was 
not  an  orthodox  case  of  absconding.  Haworth  was  a  more 
eccentric  fellow  than  they  had  thought. 

One  man  alone  understood.     This  was  Murdoch,  who,  amid 
all  the  buzz  of  excited  amazement,  said  nothing  even  to  those 
in  his  own  house.     When  he  heard  the  story  of  the  pistol  and 
the  key,  his  first  thought  was  of  the  silence  of  the  great  place 
at  night— the  deadness  of  it  and   the  sense  of  desolation  it 
brought.     It  was  a  terrible  thing  to  remember  this  ana  then 
picture  a  ruined  man  standing  alone  in  the  midst  of  it,  a  pistol 
in  his  hand  and  only  the  low  light  burning.     "  We  did  not 
understand  each  other  very  well,"  he  said,  drearily,  "  but  we 
were  friends  in  our  way."     And  the  man's  farewell  as  he  stood 
at  the  carriage  door  in  the  shadow,  came   b.ick  to  him  again 
and  again  like  an  echo  repeating  itself :  "If  there's  ought  in 
what's  gone  by  that's  for  me— remember  it !" 

Even  before  his  return  home,  Murdoch  had  made  up  his 
mind  as  to  what  his  course  for  the  next  few  years  was  to  be. 
His  future  was  assured  and  he  might  follow  his  idlest  fancy. 
But  his  fancies  were  not  idle.  They  reached  forward  to  free- 
dom and  new  labors  when  the  time  came.  He  wanted  to  be 
alone  for  a  while,  at  least,  and  he  was  to  return  to  America. 
His  plan  was  to  travel  with  a  purpose  in  view,  and  to  fill  his  * 
life  with  work  which  would  leave  him  little  leisure. 

Rachel  Ffrench  had  not  yet  left  her  father's  house.     Saint 
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Mt^ran  had  gone  away  with  some  suddenness  imm  fely  .ifter 
the  dinner  party  at  which  the  poUtical  economist  had  reigned. 
Various  comments  had  been  made  on  his  departure 
not  easy  to  arrive  at  anything  like  a  definite  cone 
Ffrench  was  seen  no  more  in  the  town.  Only  a  tew  servants 
remained  with  her  in  the  housi,  and  these  maintained  that  she 
was  going  to  Paris  to  her  father's  sister,  with  whom  she  had 
lived  before  her  return  from  abroad.  They  added  that  there 
was  no  change  in  her  demeanor,  that  she  had  dismissed  their 
companions  without  any  explanation.  One,  it  is  true,  thought 
she  was  rather  thin— and  had  "  gone  off  her  looks,"  but  this 
version  was  not  popular  and  was  considered  out  of  accordance 
with  the  ideal  of  her  character  held  in  the  public  mind. 

•'  She  does  na  care,"  it  was  said.  "  She  is  na  hurt.  Her 
brass  is  safe  enow,  an'  that's  aw  as  ud  be  loike  to  trouble  her. 
Pale  i'deed  !     She's  too  high  an'  moighty." 

Murdoch  made  his  preparations  for  departure  as  rapidly  as 
possible.  They  were  rather  for  his  mother  and  Christian  than 
for  himself.  They  were  to  leave  Broxton  also  and  he  had 
found  a  home  for  them  elsewhere.  One  day,  as  they  sat  in  the 
little  parlor,  he  rose  hurriedly  and  went  to  Christian  ahd  took 
both  her  hands. 

"  Try  to  be  happy,"  he  said.     "  Try  to  be  happy." 
He  spared  no  effort  to  make  the  future  bright  for  them.  He 
gave  no  thought  to  himself,  his  every  hour  was  spent  m  think- 
ing for  and  devising  new  comfort  for  them. 

But  at  last  all  was  ready,  and  there  was  but  one  day  left  to 

them. 

The  Works  were  still  closed,  and  would  not  be  re-opened 
for  some  weeks,  but  he  had  obtained  permission  to  go  down 
to  his  room,  and  remove  his  possessions  if  he  chose.  So  on 
the  morning  of  this  last  day  he  let  himself  into  his  "  den,"  and 
shut  himself  up  in  it.  Once  behind  the  closed  doors,  he  began 
a  strange  labor.  He  emptied  drawers  and  desk,  and  burnt 
every  scrap  of  paper  to  ashes— drawings,  letters,  all !  i  hen 
T 
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A  .1,0  delicate  models  end  every  other  remnant  of 
he  destroyed   he  dehcatem        ^_^  _^^^^^^^  ^  ^^ 

his  past  labors.       here  w  ^^^^  ^^^  |^^_j  ^^^^  , 

blotting-pad  ren  a,nmg.     When  ^^^^^  ^_^_^  ^^^^      „^  ^^, 

rn:x."---ri:ir:«^^^^ 

.e^r-aT-rrrra—Wress-and 

Rachel  Ffrench  stood  before  hirn.  ^^^  ^^.^^ 

-  What  are  you  doing  here,  in  Heaven 

rising  slowly  to  meet  her. 

She  cast  one  glance  around  the  bare  room. 

..  u  is  true  !    You  are  go.ng  away^  ^^^^  ^^  ^^^ 

a  Yes,"  he  answered,     1  am  goiub- 
"^hera<f:t-p  forward  and  stood  looking  at  him.    She 

-r  yltis^rnt    My  -e- >t Xdii;;:  «ith. 
A  scarlet  spot  came  out  on  her  cheek,  but  she 

draw  her  eyes.  ,_ 

"  Saint  Mc'ran  has  gone  also.  ^^^^ 

Gradually,  as  she  .Hooked  at  h.m,  the  blood 

her  face  and  left  it  like  a  mask  of  stone  ^^^ 

..  i»  -she  began,  in  a  sharp  wh.sper,     do  you 

you  not  understand  !    Ah--my  Go  ^  ^^^^ 

Lrth^rLtdXtrirmris  She  bowed  herself 

be  I  who  ^'»P^.^';f„/;„V  I  should  have  let  it  drag  me  to 
tied  against  my  folly  so  long, 

the  dust  at  last  1"  ^^^^^^^^  ^er.     She'couldj  not  check 

upon  each  othe'^'  ^.^^  ^nows  1"  he  said,  hoarsely, 

«*  I  never  thought  01  ims,  wwu 
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-  though  there  have  been  hours  when  T  could  have  sworn  that 
you  had  loved  me  once.  I  have  thought  of  all  things,  but  never 
of  this— never  that  you  could  repent.' 

She  lifted  her  head.  .u-   i'» 

.^That /should  ropnt!"  she  cri^d.    -Repent.     L.ke  this ! 

u  No  "  he  returned,  -  I  never  thought  of  that,  I  swear ! 

"And  it  is  you,"  she  cried  with  scorn,--;'.«  who  stand 

there  and  look  at  mc  and  tell  me  that  it  is  all  over  !  ^^ 

«  Is  it  my  fault  tint  it  is  all  over  ?  "  he  demanded.        Is  it  ? 

«  No,"  she  answered,  "  that  is  my  consolation." 

He  drew  near  to  her.  ^   j  i 

u  You  left  me  nothing,"  he  said,-nothmg.  God  knows 
what  saved  me-I  do  not.  Yo^^  loved  me?  You  battled 
against  your  love?"  He  laughed  aloud.  M  was  a  madman 
under  your  window  night  after  night.  Forget  it,  if  you  can. 
I  cannot  '  Oh  !  that  I  should  have  stooped  for  this,  you  say 
No,  it  is'that  1  who  have  loved  you  should  stand  here  with 

empty  hands!"  .        tj  ^    ,r> 

She  had  bowed  her  face  and  was  sobbing  agam.     But  sud- 

"^'^  nt  difnot  know  you  better,"  she  said.   "  I  should  say 

this  was  revenge." 

-  It  would  be  but  a  poor  one,"  he  answered  her  coldly. 

She  supported  herself  with  one  hand  on  the  chair. 

"  I  have  fallen  very  low,"  she  said,  "  so  low  that  I  was  weaker 
than  I  thought.  And  now,  as  you  say,  'it  is  over.  Your 
hands  are  empty  1  Oh  !  it  was  a  poor  passion,  and  this  is  the 
fitting  end  for  it!" 

She  moved  a  little  toward  the  door  and  stopped. 

"  Good-bye,"  she  said. 

In  a  moment  more  all  that  was  left  was  a  subtle  breath  of 
flower-like  fragrance  in  the  atmosphere  of  the  bare  room. 

Tt  was  an  hour  before  he  passed  through  the  iron  gates, 
though  there  had  been  nothing  left  to  be  aone  inside. 
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lie  came  out  slowly,  and  having  locked  the  gate,  turned 
toward  the  Broxton  road. 

He  was  going  to  the  little  graveyard.  It  had  been  a  dull 
gray  day,  but  by  the  time  he  reached  the  place,  the  sun 
had  crept  through  the  clouds  and  brightened  them,  and  noting 
it  he  felt  some  vague  comfort.     It  was  a  desolate  place  when 

there  was  no  sun.  . 

When  he  reached  the  mound  he  stood  looking  down.  Smce 
the  night  he  had  lain  by  it  looking  up  at  the  sky  and  had  made 
his  resolve,  the  grass  had  grown  longer  and  thicker  and  turned 
from  green  to  brown. 

He  spoke  aloud,  just  as  he  had  done  before. 

"  It  is  done,"  he  said.  ''  Your  thought  was  what  you  dream- 
edit  would  be.     I  have  kept  my  word." 

He  stopped  as  if  for  an  answer.  But  it  was  very  still-so 
still  that  the  silence  was  like  a  Presence.  And  the  mound  at 
his  feet  lay  golden  brown  in  the  sunlight,  even  its  long  grass 
unstirred. 

They  left  Broxton  the  next  day  and  in  a  week  he  set  sail 
As  the  ship  moved  away  he  stood  leaning  upon  tlie  taffrail 
watching  a  figure  on  the  shore.     It  was  a  girl  in  a  long  cloak 
of  gray  almost  the  color  of  the  mist  in  which  she  stood- 
a  slender  motionless  figure-the  dark  young  face  turned  sea- 

""""He  watched  her  until  he  could  see  her  face  no  longer,  but 

still  she  had  not  stirred.  ,      t.         u 

"  When  I  return,"  he  said,  scarcely  conscious  that  he  spoke, 

"  when  I  return— it  will  be  to  you."  ,  ^    ,    ,     , 

Then  the  grayness  closed  about  her  and  she  faded  slowly 

from  his  sight. 
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